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A NEW AND POPULAR HISTORICAL TALE, 

BY A DISTINGUISHED AUTHOR, 


Just Published, in one vol. 12 mo., cloth, 75 cents, cloth, gilt edges, $1 25 . 


FLORINE, 


PRINCESS OF burgundy: 


g. % Jirst tfrsntors. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF “BERTHA, OR THE POPE AND THE EMPEROR,” Ac., Ac. 

This work has met with a rapid sale, and is spoken of in the most flattering 
terms by eminent clergymen, and the English Press, as may be gathered from 
the following brief extracts from letters and notices. 

The Ret. Mr. O’Brixn, of All Hallows* College, founder of the Young Men’s Societies in 
Ireland, says. — “I have been deeply gratified by the perusal of ‘Florine,* and I sincerely 
hope that it may find access to every home and heart in the kingdom. The characters are 
true to nature and to history, and the incidents beautifully calculated to illustrate the 
motives and morality of the Crusaders and the Crusades. I look upon your book as valuable 
for its extraordinary quantity of exact information; but I admire it still more for the power 
with which it places the soul in the midst of the ‘ages of faith.’ We are made to behold 
religion regulating pastime — stimulating valour— sustaining endurance — lighting every road 
and crowning every fortune, until we wonder at the degeneracy, which in these days substi- 
tutes pride for Providence, and calls excitement happiness. Let us have tales like * Florine,' 
and they will at all times be gifts.” 

The Rev. M. Scally, Prior of the Carmelite Convent, Knochtopher, says: — “I have read 
with very deep attention your admirable work, * Florine.’ I feel great pleasure in assuring 
you of my conviction that, if such a system of the ‘ novel’ order were generally adopted by 
the Catholic press of the present day, the character of our Catholic publications would be 
soon elevated to a very important position. You have, in the tale of ‘ Florine,' given to your 
readers a taste for thinking upon Catholic truths, too often passed by in indifference or 
despised by the unthinking portion of the fold of Christ. I will not enter too far into the 
field yoa have so judiciously chosen for the exercise of your prolific pen; the work itself 
when read, as it ought to be by the millions of our faith, will fully reveal its rich and novel 
beauties. I cannot avoid felicitating you upon your splendid picturing of the workings of 
the human soul, whether influenced by divine grace, or the slave to demon power. Praying 
you, my dear sir, and your admirable work every success, I am yours most truly.” 

The London edition of Brownson's Review , says: — “This is a most powerful tale, wherein, 
with what is fictitious, is amalgamated so much fact and accuracy of detail as almost to force 
upon the reader a conviction of its reality. The author has contrived to arrange the inciden ts 
detailed in the writings of the chroniclers of the period in a manner so highly dramatic, and 
has grouped his scenes in a style so artistic that his narrative combines in it more of Ivanhoc 
and tho Talisman , and partakes of the character of Scott’s best efforts, far beyond any of those 
of the professed imitators of the Scottish Ariosto that we have ever perused. The sincerity 
of our opinion may be gathered from this, that it is the only novel we have been able to 
peruse for many years ; and we were only constrained to do so by the name of its author, 
who, in this, as in all that he writes, manifests the scholar and the gentleman, the 
jaan of science and the Christian. Were all “light reading,” as it is termed, such as 
that by which Mr. MacCabe, while unbending his own mind, cultivates aud charms the 
intellect of others, we might safely and advantageously devote no small portion of our time 
to it. This excellence seems inseparable from tho author of a Catholic History of England , 
whose pen is unceasingly employed delectando pariterque nonendo. 
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Notices of Florine, Continued, 


The London Morning Herald says:— "There is no writer of the present day who can so 
skillfully apply the learned lore in which he is so deeply versed to the compilation of a 
modern romance as Mr. MacCabe. . . . , The story is told with wonderful power, and the 
scenes and descriptions of gorgeous Oriental scenery, exciting struggles and tender and 
affecting incidents, are unsurpassed by any novelist of the present day; while a higher pur* 
pose is not forgotten, as we have illustrated and exemplified — the dread effects of giving away 
to passion, and the resignation and fortitude with which the true Christian can look upon 
danger and death. The present tale will not detract from Mr. MacCabe’s well earned 
celebrity as a historian, while it will add considerably to his reputation as an able and 
accomplished romance writer.” 

The London Notes and Queries says : — “ A tale of deep and abiding interest* and of much 
instruction.” 


The London Leader says: — We recommend admirers of stirring descriptions and good love 
passages to read the w>rk. Those with Hibernian sympathies will be glad to learn that, 
some centuries back, the kings of Meath were descendants of certain celebrated characters 
whose fortunes are so skillfully sketched in Florine. By the way, wo never had an Irish 
friend (if his name commenced with an exclamation) who was not in some manner descended 
from an Irish king of the Silurian period — it may be permitted to Mr. MacCabe to be national 
even in Palestine. An Irishman, in fact, hod better be national anywhere than in Ireland. 
As the only controversy in the book is between pure Christianity and pure Mahommedanism, 
the most Protestant readers need not be afraid of their sympathies being Jesuitical! y seduced. 
Only Anglo-Catholics think of luring you to Home by the novel Toad.” 


The Liverpool Albion says : — “Judged purely by its merits as a romance of the early ages, 
florine is a most attractive tale: and we cannot but commend Mr. MacCabe’s ingenuity as 
a master of literary artifice, not less than his artistic skill in the management of plot, and 
delicacy and tact in the elimination of character, and more especially of feminine character, 
furnished in this very graceful volume.” 

The London Critic says :— From Ireland there comes to us an historical romance. In one 
volume, by Mr. W. B. MacCabe, called Florine , Princess of Burgundy ; a Tale of the First Cru- 
saders. It is in the style that Scott has made so popular, and the author has paid groat 
attention to the details. It is more amusing than nine-tenths of the three-volume novels 
with which the circulating libraries are burdened.” 


SECOND EDITION IN THREE MONTHS. 

Just published, in 1 vol. 8vo., cloth, $2 ; library style, $2 60. 

THE PEOPLE’S EDITION OF LINGARD’S ENGLAND. 

LINGARD’S HISTORY OF ENGLAND, abridged, with a continuation from 
1688 to 1864. By Jas. Burke, Esq., Barrister at Law. With a memoir 
of Dr. Lingard, and Marginal notes, by M. J. Kerney, A. M. Embellished 
with a fine steel portrait of Dr. Lingard. 

This highly important work is comprised in a beautiful octavo volumo of 
nearly 700 pages; it is printed and bound in the best manner, and may 
justly be considered one of the cheapest books published. 

We believe that it will be at once conceded, that at no period has it been 
of more importance than at the present to place before the American public 
a true and impartial history of England. No apology need therefore be 
made for the publication of an abridgment of Dr. Lingard’s History of 
England, at a price that will at once place it within the reach of all 
classes. 


MURPHY & CO., Publishers, 178 Market St., Baltimore. 
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An unprecedented Sale — nearly 8,000 Copies Sold in one Month. 

TIE CHEAPEST AND HOST POPULAR DEVOTIONAL BOOK EVER ISSUED! 

A 'New Work , by the Author of “ All for Jesus.” 

Just published, in 1 vol. nearly 400 pages, cap 8vo., neatly bound in 
cloth, only 50 cents ; in cloth, gilt edges, 75 cents ; in cloth 
extra, gilt edges and sides, $1 

GROWTH IN HOLINESS ; or the Progress of the Spiritual Life. By the 
Rev. F. W. Haber, D. D., author of “ All for Jesus,” &c., &c. 

Published with the approbation of the Most Rev. Archbishop of Baltimore. 

This is universally conceded to be the cheapest book of its class ever issued 
in this country ; and judges have pronounced it as superior to “ All for 
Jesus,” which has been universally acknowledged as the most popular devo- 
tional book published in the present century. 

BRIEF EXTRACTS FROM NOTICES OF THE PRESS. 

The Philadelphia Catholic Instructor says : — “ The Catholic community of this country is 
deeply indebted to the spirited firm of Murphy & Co. They have shown a great zeal in fur- 
nishing us, at a very reduced rate, the most popular devotional works, both of this country 
aud England. We owe them a deep debt of gratitude for their singular energy and prompt- 
ness in furnishing us, after only ten days delay, with one of the best devotional works in 
our language. To those who have read Father Faber’s “ All for Jesus,” it were a work of 
supererogation to say one word of praise in behalf of his new work. A spirit of religious unc- 
tion breathes through every page of the book, charming us by its beauty, edifying us by its 
holiness, and kindling in our cold hearts a spirit of love by its charity. We recommend this 
work, which is got up in splendid style, with the greater confidence as it is published with 
the approbation of the Most Rev. Archbishop of Baltimore.” 

The Boston Pilot says “ We do not hesitate to call this book one of the most extraordi- 
nary ones ever written on the spiritual life. It is a complete system of spirituality for common 
life. It appeals to every one : the learned will find in it that which will kindle new life in 
their souls; the humble and less accomplished will find in it their directions for the voyage 
of life, unembarrassed by anything beyond their comprehension. It is written in a style 
which unites the poetic fervor and unction of St. Bernard and St. Bonaventura with the 
practical good sense of St. Francis of Sales. We thank Messrs. Murphy & Co. for having 
brought the book out so promptly, so cheaply, and in such good style.” 

The Toronto Catholic Citizen says : — “ The high auspices under which this new devotional 
work is presented to the Catholic world would alone be sufficient to call attention to its pub- 
lication, but when we recollect that it comes from the pen of the author of 1 AU for Jesus.’ we 
deem further comment uncalled for. May its circulation be as unlimited as the charity from 
which it emanates.” 

The Metropolitan says: — “To say that we are satisfied, delighted with this little work of 
Father Faber’s, would be saying too little. The very wants, under which we labored for a 
long time, and which we doubt not left a void in many a Catholic heart besides our own, are 
here amply repaired. No Catholic, in our humble opinion, should be without a copy of 
‘ Growth in Holiness which next to Thomas h Kempis and the Spiritual Combat, should 
always claim a portion of his study.” 

The St. Louis Leader says : — “ We have only dipped into it here and there, but, from this 
cursory glance, we should say that it was the most solid, unexaggerated and practical work 
which has proceeded from the pen of the gifted author. The typography is beautiful — it 
is a pleasure to read so well printed a book.” 

The Catholic Sentinel says — “This is just such a work as would be expected from the author 
of “ All for Jesus.” The same bland expressions, wise examinations, trustful encourage- 
ments, beautiful examples, and discreet advices, abound in the former as much as in the 
latter. Who can refuse to get this book ? Who can refuse to be led so gently to God? Verily, 
no one can read Faber’s works, without being made better, wiser, and more zealous than 
before.” 
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MURPHY ft Co.’s List of Hew Wor^s. 


BISHOP ULLATHORNE ON THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION. 

Just published, in a neat 18mo. vol., embellished with a fine engraving 
of the Immaculate Conception, in cloth, 37 J cents; in cloth, gilt 
edges, 62£ cents ; in cloth extra, gilt edges, 76 cents. 

THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION OF THE MOTHER OF GOD. 
An Exposition. By the Bight Rev. Bishop Ullathorns. 

This learned treatise is universally conceded to be the best work yet pub- 
lished on this important subject. The low price at which it is published, 
will at once place it within the reach of all classes. 

“This is a beautiful work. In all the copious and exquisite literature of the Immaculate 
Conception, we have met with nothing more interesting than this brief treatise, which contains 
a world of learning and an abundant treasure of the most striking thoughts, conveyed in 
the most beautiful language ” — St. Louis Leader. 

** We have been very much pleased by the perusal of the work on the Immaculate Concep- 
tion, by the Right Reverend Bishop Ullathorne, and to all who preserve a proper veneration 
for the Mother of our Blessed Redeemer, this volume will be a precious memorial of one of 
the most important events of the age.” Toronto Oath. Citizen. 

Just published, neatljr'done up in paper covers, with a plate of the 
Immaculate Conception, price 6J cents. 

THE BLUE SCAPULAR OF THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION. 

Just published , in 1 vol. 12 mo. t cloth , 76 cts. 

A NEW WORK BY ARCHBISHOP KENRICK. 

A VINDICATION OF THE CATHOLIC CHURCH, in a series of Letters 
to the Right Rev. John Henry Hopkins, Protestant Episcopal Bishop of 
Vermont. By Francis Patrick Kenrick, Archbishop of Baltimore. 

“ Tacere ultra non oportet, ne jam non vere cundise, sed diffidentim esse 
incipiat quod tacemus, et dum criminationes falsas contemnimus refutare, 
vide amur crimin agnoscere.” — S. Cyprian L ad Demetrianum. 

Just Published , in 1 vol. 8vo., embellished with a portrait of his Holiness, 
Pius IX. : price in embossed cloth $1 60 ; library style, 
marbled edges, $2. 

THE PRIMACY OF THE APOSTOLIC SEE VINDICATED. Fourth Re- 
vised and Enlarged Edition. By the Most Rev. Francis Patrick 
Kenrick, D. D., Archbishop of Baltimore. 

In announcing a new edition of this highly important work, Which is uni- 
versally acknowledged the best vindication of the Primacy, and the most 
triumphant answer to the entire Protestant statement ever written in the 
English language, the publishers deem it sufficient to state, that three large 
editions have been sold in a few years, and that the fourth will be carefully 
revised and enlarged. 

NEW WORKS IN PRESS. 

Will be ready in May , in a beautiful 8 vo. Volume. 

THE DOCUMENTS RELATING TO THE DECREE OF OUR HOLY 
FATHER on the IMMACULATE CONCEPTION OF THE EVER 
BLESSED VIRGIN MARY. Embellished with a splendid line engraving, 
being a copy of the immaculate Conception, struck in Rome by command 
of the Holy Father, on the occasion of the Definition. 

The whole to be published with . the approbation of 

THE MOST REV. ARCHBISHOP OP BALTIMORE. 

4 ®** This work is undertaken at the earnest request of several friends, among the Bev. 
Clergy and Laity, who wish to possess, in a heautitul form, for preservation, correct and 
authentic copies of these important Documents. We will simply add, that no expense will 
he spared to present this publication in a style of elegance and neatness commensurate with 
the importance of the subject, and worthy of those whose encouraging patronage is respect- 
fully solicited. 
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i CHEAP AND UNIFORM EDITIONS OF 

Father Faber’s Popular Devotional Works. 

WITH THE APPROBATION OF THB MOST RE 7. ARCHBI8HOP OF BALTIMORE. 

The unprecedented popularity of Father Faber’s works both in England 
and this country, has induced the undersigned to issue oheap and uniform 
editions, printed from new type, on fine paper, at such a price as will at 
once place them within the reach of all classes. 

Just published, in 1 vol nearly 400 pages, cap 8vo., neatly bound in Cloth, 
only 50 cts. : in Cloth, gilt edges, 76 cts., in Cloth extra, gilt edges, 
and sides, $1. 

GROWTH IN HOLINESS ; or, the Progress of the Spiritual Life, by the 
Rev. F. W. Faber. 

Will be published early in May , uniform with the above . 

ALL FOR JESUS ; or, The Easy ways of Divine Love. By the Rev. F. W. 
Faber, D D. 

The publishers have the pleasure to announce that this work has met here with the same 
unprecedented sale that it did in England, where it ran through several Large Editions in a 
few months. It is, without exception, the most popular Devotional Work published in the 
present century. 

Will be ready in June , uniform with the other volumes. 

THE BLESSED SACRAMENT ; or The Works and Ways of God. Compa- 
nion to “ All for Jesus.” By the Rev. F. W. Faber, D.D., author of 
44 Growth in Holiness,* 44 All for Jesus,” &c., &c. 

Will be ready early in May , in a neat 24mo. volume . 

THE DEVOUT CHILD OF MARY, THE IMMACULATE MOTHER OF 
JESUS CHRIST. A collection of Novennas preparatory to the Festivals 
of the Blessed Virgin : Meditations, Hymns, and method of hearing Mass 
in her honor, &c. 

Will be ready early in May , in a neat and attractive volume. 

THE DEVOTION TO THE HEART OF JESUS; with an introduction to 
the History of Jansenism. By the Rev. John Bernard Dalgairn. 

Will be ready in May , in a neat 12mo. volume. 

THE STUDIES AND TEACHINGS OF THE SOCIETY OF JESUS, at' 
the time of its suppression (1760-1773). Translated from the French of 
M. L’Abbe Maynard, Honorary Canon of Poitiers — Professor of Rhetoric 
at Pontlevoy. 

WiU be ready early in May , in a neat 12 mo. volume uniform with FredeVs Histories . 

ABRIDGMENT OF THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. By John Lingard, D.D. 
With a Continuation from 1688 to the Reign of Queen Victoria. By James 
Burke, Esq. To which is added. Marginal Notes and Questions, adapted 
to the use of Schools; by M. J. Keraey, A. M. 

PICTORIAL BIBLE STORIES FOR THE YOUNG. This series will be 
issued in the most attractive style, at a very low price. The illustrations 
will be from new designs, from the most eminent artists. No. 1, of this 
series will be ready at an early day. 

THE GENIUS OF CHRISTIANITY ; or the Spirit and Beauties of the 
Christian Religion. By M. De Chateaubriand. A new and beautiful 
translation, with a Memoir of the Author. To be embellished with fine 
engravings. 
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AUTHOR’S PREFACE 


TO THE AMERICAN EDITION. 

Two objects are aimed at in the following pages — 
the first, to interest the reader in the narrative 
of events disclosed, and in the portrayal of the 
characters introduced — the second, to give sub- 
stantial and accurate information regarding times 
which are imperfectly known, or which have been 
wilfully misrepresented. If both objects are attained, 
those who have read Florine will have acquired a 
knowledge of circumstances hitherto slurred over by 
most historians, and their minds will be impressed 
with a deep reverence for the memory of those 
Christian heroes and heroines, who took part in the 
first Crusade. 

It does not become an author to anticipate in what 
manner his work may be received by the public ; but 
in addressing for the first time a new class of readers 
— the Catholics of the United States, he may be 
permitted to state that for one portion of this work 
— all that bears upon history, and the historical 
personages introduced into it, many years constant 
reading of the monastic writers have prepared him. 
Out of the abundant materials collected from such 
sources the present work has been composed. 
Surrounded by those authorities, the author has 
revived the times when the Church was omnipotent, 
when all Europe moved at the bidding of a Pontiff, 
and faith made men heroes and women willing 
martyrs. He portrays in the seige and capture of 
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PREFACE. 


Antioch, one episode in the struggle of the Cross 
against the Crescent — of the disciples of Christ 
against the followers of Mahomet ; and still adher- 
ing to history, he shows by their virtues and their 
vices, on which Eide were valour and purity, and 
on which vice and the despairing energies of Satan. 

Strengthened by the approbation of Catholic 
clergymen who have read these pages, the author 
ventures to add one remark, namely, that striving 
to make this a work, alike instructive and edifying, 
he has further endeavoured to show that a book 
inspiring no thoughts but what are good, can at the 
same time be so constructed as to fix the attention 
and excite the curiosity of the reader, as if it were 
intended to he nothing more than a merely amusing 
tele. 

To the American publishers of Florine — the 
author feels bound to express his thanks. They 
have generously offered to compensate him for his 
literary labour, regardless of the right accorded by 
the existing law, to publish without assigning any 
such compensation. 

The example thus given, the author wishes to see 
imitated, not merely in the United States, but in the 
British dominions. To those who have thus volunta- 
rily acted will the praise of an honest and honourable 
action be due of him, who receives the advantage of 
such conduct, the fitting task is publicly to express 
his gratitude. 

VERNON AVENUE CLONTARF, 

Dublin , 2 Cth January , 1855. 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE CRUSADERS* OUTPOST. 

Consternation and grief pervaded the ranks of 
the Crusaders as they stood in battle array before 
the city of Antioch, and looked with longing, but 
still despairing eyes, upon its high walls and hun- 
dreds of square-built towers. Hitherto they had 
readily faced peril, encountered difficulties, and 
exposed themselves to danger. Confident in the 
faith that animated them, they had marched onward 
to the recovery of the Holy Sepulchre from the 
hands of infidels. Nicsea had been captured by 
them, and their dauntless bravery in the Grorgonian 
valley of Bithynia had won for them a passage into 
Syria ; but now, winter had come upon them in 
presence of the apparently impregnable Antioch. 
They saw that city, in which the followers of Our 
Lord had first assumed the glorious name of Chris- 
tians, held by a valiant and numerous army of 
infidels, and when they elevated their eyes to the 
high hill which rises in the centre of the city, and 
on which then stood, in all its pristine beauty, 
the magnificent temple erected by Constantine in 
honour of the Prince of the Apostles, they perceived 
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that upon its topmost pinnacles were placed the 
decapitated heads of some of their own companions 
in arms. They gazed, and shuddered as they gazed, 
on the barbarous trophies of the cruelty of the foe 
towards such Crusaders as had unhappily been made 
captives in war. 

It was not, however, the cruelty of the enemy to 
their brother soldiers, it was not the high walls, nor 
the flanking River Orontes, nor the number of their 
opponents, nor the manifold dangers of besieging a 
place so strongly fortified, that shook the nerve or 
abated the courage of the Crusaders. The enemy 
that they feared was not before , but in the midst of 
them — it was famine — famine in its most frightful 
form. When the Turks, for the purpose of terrifying 
them, had decapitated the Christian prisoners, and 
exposed their remains upon the temple of Antioch, 
the Crusaders, to manifest their contempt for the 
infidels, had cut off the heads of their own prisoners, 
and charging their balistas with them, had sent them 
flying, as if they were offensive weapons, into the 
faces of the defenders of the town. They sought to 
provoke the Turks to an attack. They longed for 
battle, in order that, if they were to die, they might 
fall with swords in their hands, and not perish as 
they then were, slowly and miserably, from the want 
of food. 

Day after day strong parties were dispatched from 
the Christian camp to scour the country around in 
searoh of food : but such attempts had been antici- 
pated by the Turks, who had provisions either 
conveyed into Antioch, or so concealed in the earth, 
that it was impossible to discover where they had 
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been hidden. Despair and consternation were, 
therefore, amongst the Christians ; for, as it is said 
by an ancient chronicler, who was at the time in the 
camp before Antioch, “ so high was the price of food 
that an ass-load of corn cost seven pounds in gold, 
and the price of a dozen of eggs was twelve pence !” 
It was the winter season, and as all chances of a 
speedy encounter with the infidels had vanished, 
despair descended into the very midst of the Chris- 
tian encampment. It was at this period of time that 
there might be seen collected on the banks of the 
Orontes a group of soldiers, who had been posted in 
that position for the purpose of giving the earliest 
information to their commanders of any hostile 
movement being attempted on the part of the 
besieged. The commander over this body of men 
was a Burgundian, named Guy of Mascon — a man 
whose snow white hair and shaggy white eyebrows, 
and thin visage, all corrugated with wrinkles, gave 
him the appearance of having reached his seventieth 
year, but in whose large brilliant dark eyes and 
active movements there was discernible all the fire of 
youth combined with all the muscular power of 
middle age. Nature seemed to have fitted Guy of 
Mascon for the position which he at that moment 
occupied, for his dazzling eye seemed never to tire 
in examining every nook and corner of the landscape 
through which he passed, and the ceaseless movement 
of his head and body appeared to render it impossible 
that even a bird could fly through the air, or a wild 
animal speed across the plain, unmarked by him. 
At such a moment his skeleton-like figure, encased 
in tight-fitting scale armour, was a personification of 
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the famine that pervaded the camp ; and as he stood 
upon the fallen trunk of a tree, peering over his 
fellows, and scrutinizing the very chinks in the walls 
before him, he looked the image of hunger, seeking 
in vain for food to satisfy its cravings. 

From the walls, Guy of Mascon turned his eyes to 
the land around, and seemed to run it over with the 
same speed that a massive cloud casts its shade upon 
a sunshiny and windy day over each portion of a 
wide-spread field. There was nought to arrest his 
gaze but the prostrate figure of a poor pilgrim, who 
lay, with his face to the earth, and his arms out* 
stretched, as if in fervent prayer. From the land 
he next looked upon the river, and as his glance 
dwelt upon its rippling waters, there was nothing to 
indicate to his companions that he had seen aught to 
attract his especial notice, except that on his thin 
lips there fluttered for an instant a death-like smile, 
and that then he turned around, so as that his back 
should appear to be directly opposite to the city, 
whilst the downward course of the river lay at his 
left hand. If any purpose lay concealed in this 
movement, it was that those who watched from the 
ramparts the Christian camp, might be led to sup- 
pose that they, on the outermost post, were uncon- 
scious of there being any necessity for keeping a 
strict watch ; and, as if to impress his own followers 
with the same idea, Guy addressed them by saying, 
u Soldiers, you may, like myself, sit down and rest 
yourselves. I see nought in Antioch, or on the land 
beneath it, that requires particular watchfulness on 
our part. Sit down — sit down. Not there , however, 
young Philip of Brefney, I do not wish thee to sit 
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between me and the river. I like to keep my eye 
fixed upon the stream ; at this moment it interests 
me much. I see, Philip, thou hast, I suppose in the 
hope of meeting with a wild bird or beast, brought 
shooting gear with thee. Lend me, Philip, thy bow, 
and the best, thinnest, and surest of thy arrows ; I 
have heard the Irish arrows much lauded, and, per- 
haps, may try, before we are relieved, if they equal 
those for making which our native town is famed. 
Ah ! here is an arrow, such as I wished for — thin 
enough to shoot a sparrow, .and not mangle it . Right, 
right, the point is as sharp as a bodkin. Let us 
talk, my men. Talk, I say — I wish you to amuse 
yourselves.” 

“ Amuse ourselves, forsooth!” replied a soldier, 
how can starving men find pleasure in anything but 
food ? Look back upon the camp, good Guy, and 
see of what it is composed. Of poor wretches who 
are wasted with want — of the despairing, of the 
dying, and of the dead. Anarchy and confusion 
pervade our ranks. Hundreds of the common sol- 
diers have died of starvation — and, more deplorable 
still — for they are recreants who have done so — hun- 
dreds have fled as deserters from the camp.” 

“ What sayest thou, Hubert of York ?” exclaimed 
Guy of Mascon, who showed, by his question, a 
manifest desire to engage his soldiers in some topic, 
so that they should not only appear to others, but 
be, in fact, interested, and, if possible, altogether ab- 
sorbed in its discussion. “ What sayest thou ? That 
men, who have placed the cross, the emblem of their 
salvation, upon their breasts, should have fled from 
Antioch — should have become runaways — in the pre- 

2 * 
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sence of that holy church, in which, it is believed, 
still lies concealed the lance that pierced our Sa- 
viour's side — should have feared death, when they 
saw before them the church sanctified with the relics 
of St. Ignatius the Martyr. What! have cross- 
xparked Christians fled from the fight when the prize 
was to win that church in which St. Peter first placed 
his chair, and was the first Apostle, and in which so 
many Councils of our Holy Church have been held, 
and in which pious prelates have gathered together 
whenever a new patriarch was to be elected ? Oh ! 
it is impossible ; it may not — it cannot be.” 

“ Alack ! say not that it is impossible,” rejoined 
Hubert of York, “ for it is but too true, that hun- 
dreds of the multitude of fighting men who gathered 
beneath the standard of the cross, have fled, not 
from it, but from hunger ; yea, and the same base- 
ness, and the same cowardice have been audaciously 
exhibited even by those who by rank and position 
were bound to give shining examples of courage and 
virtue to their inferiors.” 

“ Take care — take care, honest Hubert, that thy 
zeal doth not induce thee unwittingly to bear false 
witness against thy neighbor,” remarked Guy. 
“ Canst mention any one of the leaders in the camp 
w r ho have so misconducted themselves ? As a gene- 
ral charge against our chiefs, thy accusation, I must 
frankly say, is incredible.” 

“ I can name not merely one, but two— aye, three” 
—answered Hugh, excited by the observations of 
Guy. “ I say that amongst these runaways from 
Antioch, are Peter the Hermit himself, William Car- 
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pouter, the Viscount of Melon, and Tengus the Rich, 
of Romania.” 

A shout of execration hurst from the soldiers, 
when Peter the Hermit was so irreverently spoken of 
by Hugh, and it was with difficulty that the names 
of the others were heard to be pronounced by him. 
In the midst of this momentary clamor, Philip of 
Erefney started to his feet, and grasping a firm hold 
of the heavy battle-axe that lay by his side, he said, 
whilst his fair face and delicate cheeks became suf- 
fused with blood for an instant, and then the scarlet 
tinge with which they seemed to burn was followed 
by the pallor and the icy chill of death. 

“ Hugh of York, I defy thee to prove thy words. 
I say thy accusation against the venerable Peter is a 

monstrous, a rank, a wilful ; but no — no— thou 

bearest the cross. I knelt by thy side in Clermont, 
when the good Pope Urban bestowed upon the volun- 
teers for the Holy Land, his benediction. I have 
since seen thee in the battle field ; and when Robert, 
the son of King William, stood with the golden 
standard of Normandy in the midst of a hundred 
raging Saracens, and called upon the Christians to 
sustain him in the conflict, thou wast — for then, too, 
I was by thy side — amongst the first to follow his 
rallying cry, and to beat back the foe, and to change 
an almost certain defeat into a glorious victory. A 
brave man may be deceived, he may be induced to 
believe a calumny, but he never willingly will 
propagate one, much less deliberately invent a false 
accusation against another. Pardon me, Hubert, if 
I have ; aid ought to offend thee ; but repeat not, I 
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pray thee, ever again, what thou hast now so rashly 
spoken of Peter the Hermit.” 

“I repeat only what I am sure is true,” bluntly 
answered Hugh, and not seeming to have heard 
either the half-uttered insult or the readily-spoken 
excuse of Philip. 

“ True ! true !” cried Philip, again excited by sud- 
den passion. “Dost mean to say that Peter the 
Hermit fled from the camp because he could not 
bear the pangs of hunger ?” 

“I mean that and nothing else,” was the dogged 
response of Hugh. 

“Oh! monstrous! monstrous calumny !” screamed 
Philip of Brefney, now maddened with rage. “ Know- 
est thou not, Hugh, that what gathered together, on 
the march to Palestine, the immense masses of men 
under the guidance of Peter the Hermit, was not his 
exciting eloquence, but his great sanctity ? that that 
sanctity was manifested in many ways, but in none 
more than in his almost miraculous abstinence ? that 
unlike the majority of mankind, he was never known 
to taste of meat nor to eat bread, and that he only 
sustained life by a sip of wine or a scanty morsel of 
herbs? and yet now it is said of the very man who. 
seemed to take a delight in the mortification of his 
appetite, that he has given a bad example to others, 
and from a dread of feeling the pangs of hunger, has 
abandoned those whom he had himself led into the 
dreadful position in which we now stand. Oh ! it is 
a cruel and a monstrous calumny upon a most vir- 
tuous man.” 

“ I am the ventilator of no calumnies. I am a 
Christian and a soldier, and I only repeat what I 
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am sure is the truth,” was the determined response 
of Hugh. 

“ What !” cried Philip of Brefney, again seizing 
hold of his battle-axe, “wilt thou then repeat the 
accusation against the holy Peter the Hermit ?” 

“ I will,” said Hugh, grasping a heavy mace, on 
the end of which was slung, by an iron chain, a 
heavy iron ball covered with spikes ; “ I will main- 
tain it, here or elsewhere, with open mouth and with 
clenched hand.” 

“ Better prove it by a statement of solid facts, 
than maintain it with a dull, heavy-headed mace,” 
coolly remarked Guy of Mascon, who up to this 
moment had kept the sidelong glance of his glit- 
tering eyes steadily fixed on the downward current 
of the Orontes, while his whole attention appeared 
to be given to the speakers, or to the trying the 
strength of the bow and the straightness of the 
arrow, which he dandled from hand to hand, as if 
they were playthings that he was fiddling with, and 
did not require for immediate use. 

“ Thy suggestion is in accordance with reason and 
justice,” said Hugh. “I state, I say, what I know, 
when I affirm that Peter the Hermit, and William 
Carpenter, Viscount of Melun, both fled from the 
camp at the same time together, and during the 
night. I have not heard what reason or what 
excuse Peter the Hermit offered for acting in so 
unworthy a manner ; but this I do know, that 
William Carpenter candidly declared, that though 
he feared no five foeman in the battle-field, he fled 
from the pangs of hunger. William Carpenter, you 
are, my comrades, all aware, is that champion so 
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wondrously strong, that no one man would venture 
to encounter him in single combat, for no hauberk, 
helmet or shield, has ever yet been made, that could 
withstand the single thrust of his gigantic spear ; 
and yet he, even he, fled like a craven on the first 
assaults of hunger. The companion of his flight was 
Peter the Hermit ; both were pursued by the daunt- 
less hero, Tancred, and both were brought back as 
prisoners, and delivered up to the custody of Bohe- 
mond, Prince of Tarentum. I saw them myself in 
that discreditable position. As to William Car- 
penter, he would assuredly have been doomed to die 
an ignominious death, but that he has royal blood 
in his veins, is the relation of Hugh the Great of 
France, and also because he had, in every conflict 
with infidels hitherto, conducted himself with the 
bravery of a fearless soldier. For these reasons, it 
is notorious, his crime was pardoned, on condition of 
taking an oath that he would never again fly from 
the camp. He took the oath, and basely has he 
perjured himself, for sooner than endure hunger he 
has again fled from amongst us.” 

“ But Peter the Hermit has remained,” observed 
Philip. 

“ Aye, Peter the Hermit has remained,” gruffly 
repeated Hugh. 

“ Then how knowest thou,” asked Philip, “ that 
he fled from the fear of hunger, since hundreds are 
d$ily perishing, and we have not, so severe is, the 
loss occasioned by death, one thousand horses in the 
entire camp able to bear the weight of a man in 
armour ?” 

“ I do but know what I say,” answered Hugh, in 
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a subdued tone of voice. “ I believe it is the will of 
God that we should be punished for our sins in 
many ways. He may have taken away our steeds 
in order to show that our confidence must not be 
placed in the bravery of our knights, but in Etis 
protection. He may have afflicted us with a plague 
of famine, as He has afflicted our enemies with a 
plague of many wars, in order that all may fear 
His vengeance. He may have visited us thus with 
scarcity, in order to humiliate us, and lest we should 
be puffed up with the pride of so many victories ; 
and as to Peter the Hermit, perchance his flight 
from the camp may have been a punishment upon 
him for being vain of the renown he had won by his 
abstinence. But I have mentioned a third leading 
man who has fled from us, Tengus the Bich, of 
Romania.” 

u Oh ! speak not of the vile wretch,” said Philip* 
“Do not compare a craven Greek like him with 
Peter the Hermit. Tengus, it is notorious, obtained 
leave to quit us, upon the solemn promise that his 
sole object was to procure, in Romania, an abundant 
supply of food for his brother warriors. He left his 
tents and many articles of value here as a pledge of 
his return ; but we now know he deliberately and 
perfidiously abandoned us, that having evaded by 
perjury, the perils of war, he has resolved never 
again to expose himself to them. Alas ! alas ! never 
was there a famine equal to that which now desolates 
the besieging army of the Christians before Antioch.” 

A murmuring sigh of assent was emitted from the 
pallid lips of the brave men who sat despondingly 
on the ground by the side of Philip of Brefney. 
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The sigh was followed by a silence of a few 
minutes, as if the soldiers were brooding oyer their 
misfortunes. This silence, it was feared by Guy of 
Mascon, would be broken by the men starting up 
and seeking to still their grief by appearing to dis- 
charge duties that were seemingly unnecessary, 
whereas his purpose was to retain those under his 
command in the same listless attitudes which they 
had for some time preserved. To attain this object, 
he therefore determined to become the chief spokes- 
man of the party himself. 

“ Thou sayest, Philip,” said Guy of Mascon, “ that 
never was there a famine like to that which we now 
endure. In that thou errest. There was one far 
more dire, which occurred years before thou wast 
born, and which is engraven upon my memory with 
such terrible incidents, that all dangers to which I 
have since been exposed, appear undeserving of note. 
The story I have to tell thee is a long one — but 
whilst I tell it, stretch thyself down on the ground, 
and spread out thine arms and legs, so that none 
may see, but those who now sit around thee, thy 
friend Hugh divesting thee of thy heavy haubergeon 
and iron greaves, as before my story is concluded, I 
may require thee to hasten back, with all speed, to 
the valiant Godfrey of Bouillon. The Irish are light 
of heel and quick of hand, to announce a battle, or 
to win a victory. I compliment thy nation in fixing 
on thee, Philip of Brefney, to do my bidding on the 
present occasion. 

“ Now, soldiers, attend to me, and nought else ; 
gaze not idly about you, whilst I tell to you my story 
respecting a man-eater in Burgundy /” 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE MAN-EATER OF MASCON. 

“Do not suppose” — said the veteran Guy of 
Mascon to the youthful soldiers who sat on the ground 
before him, and who watched with equal interest and 
respect every word spoken by him — “ do not suppose 
that in inviting you to listen to the narration of some 
incidents in my early life I have any intention, when 
addressing myself to the ears of hungry men, to 
descant upon the horrors of a famine, to dwell upon 
its awful details, or to expatiate upon the pangs and 
the miseries of its victims. Suffice it to say, that it 
is now somewhat more than sixty years since a great 
dearth fell upon the earth. For three successive 
seasons, there was an almost utter failure of every 
growing crop in France, in Greece, in Italy, in the 
East, and in England. The sun appeared to have 
withdrawn his vivifying heat from the earth. During 
the autumnal months, the sky was obscured by clouds, 
and rain poured down almost incessantly upon the 
ground ; the seed rotted in the soil ; the cattle per- 
ished in the morasses ; and weeds covered the plashy 
fields ; men lived on the worst garbage they could 
discover, and when every other species of food failed, 
it was notorious that some miserable wretches actually 
lived upon the bodies of the dead. Nay, it was 
rumored, and that rumor found belief, that persons 
travelling through the land had, during that awful 
time, been set upon by Burgundians, attacked, and 
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murdered, and their bodies devoured by those who 
had slain them. It was even positively affirmed that 
human flesh had been offered for sale in the common 
market-place of the town of Tournus — that it had 
been frequently bought there — but that on one occa- 
sion this vile cheat, so practised on the unsuspecting, 
had been discovered, and the seller of human bodies 
torn to pieces by the mob, and his remains burned. 

“ How great must have been the sufferings of the 
population at that period, when such stories became 
prevalent ! It was in vain that pious priests sold all 
the gold and silver vessels in their churches ; it was 
in vain that poor creatures sought to sustain life, as 
they did in some places, by mixing a whitish clay 
with their other food — hundreds and thousands per- 
ished — perished miserably. 

“ The famine at length ceased ; the earth teemed 
with its former abundance ; the golden corn again 
covered the land; the cattle again browsed in the 
plains; but still joy was not given hack to the 
country, for the consequences — the awful conse- 
quences of the famine— lay like a curse upon every 
village, and carried desolation into every hamlet in 
the district of the Masconnois. 

“ There was fear in every homestead — dread in the 
breast of every father — the icy pangs of terror chilled 
the distracted heart of every mother; for it was 
known that there were dispersed amid the Mascon- 
nois some monsters in human form — horrible wretches 
— who, having saved themselves from death by eating 
the flesh of their fellow-creatures, had so relished 
that abominable food, that they now preferred it to 
all others ; and that to obtain it. they murdered their 
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victims now to gratify their appetites, as they had 
formerly done to prolong their own existence. In 
the deserted portions of this district it was believed 
that the life of any animal was more secure from 
destruction than that of a weak man, or of an unpro- 
tected female; whilst even in the towns and the 
villages, it was said — and many circumstances 
occurred to confirm the report — that those man- 
eaters resorted to various devices to tempt children 
into their power, in order that they might slay them 
and eat them. 

“ Such was the condition of the Masconnois when 
I was, I suppose, about ten or twelve years of age. 
There was nothing so constantly dinned into my ears 
by my terror-stricken mother, as warnings, if I should 
ever be left alone, never to go near a stranger, be it 
man or woman, nld or young, and above all things to 
run away from every one I did not know, if they 
tempted me to come near them, by offering to give 
me a nice fresh egg, or a rosy-cheeked apple; for if 
I did, I would most assuredly be* killed, roasted, and 
eaten by those awful man-eaters. 

“ i Never, Guy/ said my father to me, one day 
that my mother was, for the thousandth time, giving 
me the same warning ; ‘ never run away from any 
one ; but at the same time, never accept a present 
from a stranger, without the permission of thy 
parents. To run away is the act of a coward ; to 
accept a gift from one, to whom thou hast rendered 
no service, is an act of meanness, and I would sooner 
see thee dead, than find thee grow up a coward, or 
slave-like, willing to place thyself under an obligation 
to a stranger. Here, Guy, are three things for thee, 
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which, if thou wilt learn to make use of, will be, in 
oase of necessity, a better protection for thee than all 
the womanly warnings of thy mother. Here is a 
bow, and a sheaf of the best Mascon arrows ; when 
thou canst shoot a sparrow at twenty yards’ distance, 
every time thou aimest at him, then it is thy own 
fault if a man-eater ever take thee by surprise.’ 

“ ‘ That feat I can v already perform, father,’ I an- 
swered, somewhat proudly. 

“ ‘ Good child !’ said he, patting me on the head. 
‘ Here, then, is the third gift for thee — it is a tiny 
dagger. Here, boy, fasten it within the folds of thy 
tunic. Let none ever see thee draw it. A weapon 
like this, once exposed, and known to be possessed by 
a child of thine age, is worse than a toy; for a 
stronger hand than thine may grasp it, and plunge 
it in thy heart. Observe, then, Guy, thou art never 
to show this to a playfellow — never let any one know 
thou hast it. The secret-— mark ! is one on which 
thine own life depends. And then, remember, thou 
art never to draw this dagger, unless thou see — un- 
less thou art sure that thine own life is in danger — 
and if it be, if thou hast no other means of saving 
thyself, then draw it quickly, and thrust it with all 
thy might — observe — not into the face, but into the 
bowels of thy adversary.’ 

“‘Alas !’ sighed forth my mother, ‘is it thus you 
teach our child already to become a slayer of his 
fellow-creatures V 

“ ‘I teach him no such thing,’ replied my father, 
‘ I only teach him how, in case an attack be made 
upon his life, he may best protect himself. The boy 
is to be a soldier ; he must, like myself, render mili- 
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tary service to his country and his sovereign, for the 
land which he will inherit from me. He must learn 
betimes never to fear, never to think of running 
away, never to risk the loss of his feud by cowardice 
in the presence of a foe. The boy, if he be not a 
hypocrite, already gives proof that he is of a fearless 
spirit. I show him how, if he be at all times watch- 
ful, he can guard his own life as well as if he were 
twenty years of age. If he be cautious and coura- 
geous he is safe. Let him feel this, know this, and I 
am not more secure from the man-eaters than Guy. 
And, wife,’ whispered my father to my mother, 4 1 
can tell you it is necessary the boy should go armed ; 
our neighbor’s son, Ralph, has been missed from his 
home since morning, search has been made for the 
boy everywhere, and no doubt can be entertained but 
that he has been trepanned by the cannibals and de- 
stroyed.’ 

“‘What! Ralph, the fair-haired, rosy-cheeked, 
ever-smiling, gentle Ralph, the play-fellow of Guy, 
the constant companion of my child, taken away, 
killed, and — oh ! horrible ! horrible !’ So screamed 
my mother in agony, as she clutched me in her arms, 
and close hugging me to her fast-beating heart, looked 
around her in terror, as if she feared that those who 
seized on Ralph were abroad to tear her own and only 
child away with them. 

“ ‘Be calm, be calm, wife,’ said my father, ‘or you 
may make our son as timid as yourself. Come hither, 
Guy; tell me, hast thou and Ralph been playing 
much together of late ?’ 

“ ‘ We have, father.’ 

“ ‘ In any one place more than another V 
3 * 
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44 4 Yes, father, in the forest of Chatenay, which 
you know reaches close to the town/ 

44 4 What ! two hoys of ten and twelve years of age 
playing alone in the forest of Chatenay, and at such 
a time as this, too ! How comes this, wife ? Is this 
thy anxious care for the safety of my child ? Two 
children alone in the forest of Chatenay ! Thank 
Heaven ! woman, and not thine own maternal tender- 
ness, that thou art not weeping now for the loss of 
Guy as well as of Ralph.’ 

“ 4 Husband ! I vow to thee,’ replied my mother, 
4 1 never heard that Guy and Ralph went to the 
forest, except in company with all the boys educated 
at the monastery of St. Vincent — there are sixty of 
them at least — and these sixty boys, I was told, were 
always under the constant watchful care of two of 
the monks, and never were they conducted further 
into the forest than the ancient and solitary church 
of St. John, the recreation of the children being ever 
terminated by a prayer in that church.’ 

44 4 And we never did go alone there but once, 
mother,’ I added. 4 It was yesterday, and we did so, 
because we were told there were some beautiful birds* 
nests close to the cabin of Peter the woodman.’ 

44 4 Who told thee of the birds’ nests ?’ asked my 
father. 

44 4 The son of Peter, he goes to the monastery 
school.’ 

44 4 What age is he ?’ 

44 4 About my own age, father.’ 

44 4 Do not all the boys receive food from the monks 
each day at noon ?’ 

44 4 They db, father.’ 
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44 4 And the son of Peter with the rest ?’ 

“‘Yes.’ 

44 4 Hast ever noticed what sort of food he prefers V 
44 4 1 have, father, it is always bread and fruit. 
He says he does not like the meat set before him at 
the monastery. It is not, he says, as nice, as juicy, 
nor as tender, nor cooked in the same manner that 
he gets it from his father at home.’ 

44 4 Indeed !’ ejaculated my father. He paused for 
a few minutes, and then our conversation was thus 
continued : — 

44 4 Is his father rich V 

44 4 1 should think not, father, for I went near to 
the cabin in which he lives yesterday, when I was 
with Ralph, and it seemed to me to be nothing better 
than a miserable hovel, not much larger nor cleaner 
than a pig sty. I did not, however, go up quite close 
to it, for whilst Ralph and I were searching under 
the bushes, we saw a man at some distance from us. 
I do not know who it was, father. It might have 
been Peter the woodman ; but whoever he was, he 
was lurking behind the trees, and, as I thought, 
trying to get between us and the town ; and seeing 
this I got afraid.’ 

44 4 Afraid ! for shame, Guy.’ 

44 4 Yes, afraid, father, for I had not then what I 
have now — a bow, arrows, or a sharp-pointed dagger. 
I got afraid, I say, and I ran away, and Ralph after 
me, and he said he would go there and look for the 
birds’ nest himself this morning.’ 

44 4 Then, Guy,’ observed my father, 4 thou and I 
shall also go to the same place, and see if there are 
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the birds’ nests of which Peter, the woodman’s son, 
told thee and thy playfellow.* 

“ i Oh ! husband, husband,’ exclaimed my mother, 
6 1 perceive plainly what is passing in thy mind. 
Thou believest that Ralph has beep slain by the 
woodman ; thou art going in search of the body, per- 
chance to discover the murderer, and in the attempt 
to capture him thou exposest thy own life, and with 
thine own life, the life of my child. Oh ! husband, 
have pity on a mother’s fears ; permit Guy to remain 
with me, and take thou with thee twenty of thy 
bravest townsmen, and arrest at once Peter the 
woodman.’ 

“ i Woman !’ answered my father, angrily, ‘ for 
wife I scarce can call thee, thou speakest from the 
selfishness of thine own heart. I admit to thee that 
I have my suspicions of Peter the woodman ; I own 
to thee I have my fears that the boy Ralph has been 
murdered, and I wish to know if there are any 
grounds for my suspicions and my fears : if both be 
justified, the punishment of the criminal is as certain 
as that the sun is now shining. But suppose my sur- 
mises to be without foundation, and I were to act on 
thy suggestion, I should first be guilty of the cruelty 
of adding to the grief of Ralph’s parents, and I would 
next expose to calumny, to torture certainly, and 
perhaps to death, a poor, helpless, hard-working man, 
for such may be, in fact, the character of Peter the 
woodman. I will not act as thou wishest ; I am an 
old and practised warrior, and if Peter the woodman 
be a murderer, he must be aided by the devil himself 
if he can do aught of mischief to me whilst I am 
investigating his premises. Our son Guy shall accom- 
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pany me in the expedition : it is to be his first essay 
as a soldier, and he will remember that upon his 
watchfulness and vigilance, his courage and his steadi- 
ness, may depend the safety of his life and my own. 
As to thee, wife, I forbid thee to speak to associate, 
friend or slave, of our departure from this house. 
Observe, wife/ added my father, as he thrust a long 
dagger into his belt, and removed from the hooks 
on which they hung his helmet, sword, and shield, 
i observe, I command "thee, on thy obedience, to 
attend to thy household duties until I return. Thy 
maid-slaves require the eye of a watchful mistress 
over them ; the lazy wenches want the whip, for they 
are the worst spinners in all Mascon. Go, Guy, kiss 
thy mother, and then hurry after me/ 

“ In an agony of tearless terror my mother folded 
me in her arms, and impressing upon my lips a long, 
long kiss, she let me go, saying, 1 Away, away, Guy, 
and God’s blessing and mine go with thee. It is thy 
father’s will, and we are bound to obey him, for he is 
the master of the household, and responsible to 
Heaven alone for the guidance and the safety of us 
all/ 

“ My father had not proceeded ten yards from the 
house when he was overtaken by me. He took me 
tenderly by the hand, and smiling upon me, asked, 
i if I had yet learned to distinguish between the eggs 
of a pigeon , a crow , and a hawk / Any one who had 
seen us thus sauntering hand in hand together out of 
the town, never could have supposed that instead of 
intending to recreate ourselves by a walk, the expedi- 
tion my father had in his mind was one in which he 
was about to expose the life of each to imminent 
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danger, not improbably to the destruction of one or 
both. 

“ As we advanced towards the forest, and that the 
sight of all human habitations was lost to us, the 
smile which a casual passenger might have remarked 
upon the countenance of my father disappeared, his 
lips became compressed, a glowing fire seemed to 
shoot forth in lurid glances from beneath his close- 
knit brows, and suddenly letting go my hand, he 
said — ‘ Guy, for what purpose, thinkest thou, I am 
bringing thee to the forest ? Is it merely to seek for 
birds’ nests V 

“‘No, father,’ I replied. ‘I believe you suspect 
Peter the woodman to be a boy-stealer and man- 
eater, and if you find him to be so, you wish to have 
my help in killing him.’ 

“ c Thy help ! ho ! ho ! ho !’ said my father, laugh- 
ing heartily. ‘ Why hast thou not told me that it 
was only yesterday that thou wast afraid, that thou 
didst flee from the sight of a man V 

“ ‘I did, a father, for then I had not the arms of a 
man wherewith to defend my life, but now I have 
them, and I have also you by my side, and with you 
I would not fear to stand in this open road, and 
calmly abide the lances and the horses of a troop of 
knights, though I saw them all charging down upon 
us two alone/ 

“ ‘ Thou speakest like a brave boy, Guy ; but the 
spirit of a warrior, without the skill of a soldier, leads 
more frequently to the slaughter than the victory of 
the courageous. Take heed, take heed, Guy, that 
thou are not a boaster ; thou hast told me of thy skill 
with a bow and arrow, come, let me see what thou 
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canst do. Suppose an enemy is approaching us by 
stealth , that he has hidden behind those brambles 
yonder, that thou hast discerned his eye upon thee, 
that thou hast no larger object to aim at than the 
small bird that now rests upon the extremity of that 
thin twig, that my life depends upon the quickness of 
glance and the steadiness of thy hand, and that as 
suddenly as I speak the word — shoot ! thou must dis- 
charge thy weapon, let us see what thou canst do. 
Understandest thou now what I say to thee ?' 

“ 4 I do, father, perfectly.' 

44 4 And thou seest the bird ?’ 

“‘Yes.' 

44 4 Then — shoot /’ 

44 As my father spoke these words, I quickly drew 
a Mascon shaft from my quiver, as speedily attached 
it to the bow as I do this Brefney arrow, and as 
instantaneously discharged it at the object I aimed 
at as I do this.” 

And as old Guy of Mascon uttered the word, the 
whizzing of an arrow was followed by a shriek of 
horror and of pain that arose out of the waters of 
the Orontes. His astonished hearers, who had never 
looked towards the river from the time he had com- 
menced his narrative, now perceived that the arrow 
of Guy had been aimed at what appeared to be the 
hollow shell of a gourd that was floating down the 
current, and that such was the fearful force with 
which the weapon had been discharged, that it had 
split the gourd in pieces, and transpierced the cheeks 
of a youth whose head it had covered, and who now, 
confused by his own blood, and bewildered with pain, 
was struggling helplessly in the stream.” 
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“ Philip of Brefney, ,, exclaimed Guy, in the same 
unmoved tone in which he had been telling his story, 
“ dash into the stream and drag the body of that 
carrion hither.” 

This command was on the instant obeyed. Philip, 
who, by the previous direction of Guy, had been dis- 
encumbered of his heavy defensive armour, plunged 
at once into the water, and, catching the wounded 
youth by a leg, he pulled him out of the river, and 
along the ground, and flung him apparently lifeless 
before the fallen tree on which Guy still remained 
sitting. 

Guy placed his hand on the jugular vein of the 
senseless captive’s neck, and then, as if perfectly 
satisfied with the examination he had made, he looked 
in the youth’s face, and perceiving how it had been 
transpierced by the arrow, which was still sticking 
in it, he chuckled with delight, and muttered to him- 
self, “ It was a good aim. I guaged the position of 
the head aright ; for an old man like me, it was, I 
think, an excellent shot ; but now to arouse the infi- 
del to consciousness.” As he spoke, he chopped off, 
with a single blow of his dagger, the feathered end 
of the arrow, and then seizing the minute sharp 
point, he pulled the thin stick of the arrow out of 
the cheeks, through which they had penetrated, and 
as he did so, a copious discharge of blood followed. 

“ That will do,” said Guy, looking up at his fel- 
low-soldiers, “ the pain of his wound will soon bring 
the unbeliever to his senses. Meanwhile, I may tell 
you, my friends, that so closely have we invested 
Antioch, that there was no chance of the Turks re- 
ceiving any communication from without the walls, 
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unless some one could be found to make his way in 
safety to them by the river ; hence have I kept my 
eyes constantly fixed on the Orontes. I had observed 
the gourd for a long time in the waters ; I perceived 
that it approached us more quickly than the down- 
ward current would naturally carry it ; I suspected 
that, by whomsoever it was worn, he must have had 
it pierced so as to enable him to see before him and 
around him, and therefore I desired to engage your 
attention in such a manner as that he, thinking he 
had not been noticed, might be tempted to approach 
us so near that his capture would be inevitable. 
Whatever information he was bearing to Antioch, it 
is of importance to our chiefs to know, and we shall 
know it, if the wretch loves life, or if he will not 
prefer the keeping of his secret to days of torture, 
every minute of which shall be worse than death. 
See, his limbs writhe with agony, his eyes open. 
Philip, cast water in his face, in order that we may 
lose the less time with the miscreant, and the speedier 
know whatever intelligence he can impart to us.” 


CHAPTER III. 

THE WOUNDED PRISONER. 

The captive was not restored to consciousness as 
speedily as Guy of Mascon had desired. The rough 
remedy suggested to Philip, and so willingly employed 
by him, that of drenching with copious showers of 
water the face of the wounded man, appeared to have 
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a contrary effect to that which it was intended to 
produce ; for, after a few convulsive movements of 
the limbs, and the eyes glaring around with a ghastly 
stare for two or three moments, all motion and all 
sensation were at an end, and the body lay as if it 
were a rigid corpse, before the Crusaders. 

“ I hope I have not killed him,” said Guy, in a 
tone of voice which plainly denoted rather grief for 
his own awkwardness than regret for the deed he 
had performed. “I should be so sorry if the infidel 
died, and had buried with him in the grave the mes- 
sage of which he is the bearer. What weak animals 
these unbelievers are ! Here, now, is a fellow, not 
more, I am sure, than nineteen or twenty years of 
age, if so much, with wiry, small, but still muscular 
limbs, able, one would think, to endure much fatigue, 
and yet a little blow, such as a Christian soldier 
would not care for two minutes together, has stricken 
him dead, if he be dead, or has, at least, so stupefied 
him, that I might as well at once have despatched 
him with my sword. Ah ! those infidels are not 
men, but dogs — worse than dogs.” And as Guy of 
Mascon thus spoke, he spurned with his foot the 
senseless body from him, and then turning to the 
English soldier, added : — “ Hugh of York, hasten to 
the tent of our leader, Prince Bohemond, mention to 
him this incident, and add, that not only this but 
other slight circumstances that have come under my 
observation, and not now necessary to recapitulate, 
lead me to suspect that there is in preparation some 
plan for making a sudden attack upon the entire line 
of our encampment. Such a warning cannot be mis- 
placed. Meanwhile, I and the soldiers under our 
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command remain here with the prisoner, in the hope 
he may be so far restored to life as to answer the 
few questions I mean to put to him. ,, 

Philip of Brefney knelt down by the side of the 
senseless body ; he perceived that the face of the 
prisoner, now so disfigured and so gashed with 
wounds, and so hideous with blood, was yet that of a 
very young man ; that the dark, bronzed features 
were of almost feminine delicacy ; that the full lips, 
now so pallid, disclosed teeth of dazzling whiteness ; 
and that the limbs, though small, were rounded with 
marvellous beauty ; and that the head, from which 
the covering had fallen, was adorned with long tresses 
of shining, black hair. Pity touched the breast of 
Philip for the young wounded infidel ; he lifted up 
the body, so as that the head should lean upon his 
shoulder, and as he did so, blood, which up to this 
time had been gathering in the throat of the captive, 
gushed in a torrent from his mouth ; his eyes, which 
were shaded with long, dark, silken lashes, were 
raised for a moment to the face of Philip, and then 
closed again, as he said, whilst his body shivered with 
pain and cold : — 

“ Heaven be praised ! I am dying.” 

u Dying ! I hope not youth,” observed Guy of 
Mascon; a at least until thou hast answered my 
questions. I am so glad to hear thee speak. I was 
afraid my arrow had cut through thy tongue.” 

A flash of rage and scorn filled the eyes of the 
captive for an instant, as he looked up at Guy, and 
said : — “ Treacherous old villain, thinkest thou that 
I shall speak a word with one who has so basely 
slain me ?” 
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“I forgive thy harsh words, youth,” answered 
Guy ; “It is a captive’s privilege to slander his con- 
queror. I shot thee fairly, when thou earnest within 
reach of my post.” 

“Fairly!” indignantly exclaimed the prisoner. 
“ Is it fair , according to the Christian code, to shoot 
with poisoned arrows ? for such is the weapon that 
has wounded me ; I feel that it is so ; for again I tell 
thee that I am dying.” 

“Let this be my answer to thy accusation,” replied 
Guy, stooping to the earth, and picking up the bro- 
ken arrow-head. “ If such a weapon as this could 
poison thee, then it too will poison my blood, as it 
has done thine ;” and, as he spoke the word, he drew 
the point across the hack of his hand, and Bhowed 
the blood fast trickling down from the self-inflicted 
wound. “ Thy countrymen, the Turks,” he added, 
“shoot at us constantly with poisoned missiles; a 
Christian scorns to use such base weapons, even in a 
war against infidels.” 

The captive looked in amazement at the veteran, 
who thus refuted by bodily pain, the accusation he 
had made against him, and then turning to Philip, 
asked : — “ Is that the same arrow with which I was 
wounded ?” 

“ It is,” answered Philip. “ The arrow was mine, 
and he took it from my hand to shoot at thee.” 

“ Christian soldier, I have wronged thee by my 
suspicion. Speak — what wouldst hear of me ? Speak 
quickly, for pain is fast depriving me of my senses ; 
and though thy weapon may not have been poisoned, 
still I feel that I am slain by it.” These words 
were spoken in broken accents by the prisoner, who 
again writhed in agony in the grasp of Philip. 
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“ I wish thee/* said Guy, “ to answer a few ques- 
tions which I shall put to thee. Answer them can- 
didly, and I promise not only shall thy life be spared, 
but upon the first convenient opportunity, thou shalt 
be restored to thy liberty. I make use of no threats 
to thee, for though thy body be weak, I see thou 
hast a courageous spirit.” 

“Ask,” said the captive,” but ask quickly. All 
thy questions, but one, I am willing to answer : that 
one I will not reply to, I care not what may be the 
consequences.” 

“ Wast thou not,” inquired Guy, “ the bearer of a 
message to Antioch, that a sudden attack is about to 
be made on the Christian camp ?” 

“I was.” 

“ And when is that attack to be made ?” 

“At the first dawn of the coming day.” 

“Is not that attack to be made, in order that, in 
the confusion produced by it, a convoy of provisions 
may be sent into the city ?” 

“It is.” 

“ From what quarter is that convoy of provisions 
coming ?” 

“From Araca.” 

“By fyhat number of warriors is it to be con- 
ducted?” 

“I am not certain. I think I have heard by 
twenty thousand horsemen.” 

“ It is well ; it is well,” muttered Guy of Mascon ; 
and now one more question. I wish to know, pri- 
soner, what is thy name, and condition in life ?” 

“ That question I will not answer.” 

“ Then, I may ask, hadst thou any other object in 
4 * 
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view than to convey to Antioch that message, of 
which thou has now told the substance, since thou 
didst expose thy life to such peril in carrying it ?” 

“ That question, also, I decline to answer. If I 
were to tell thee that, thou wouldst know my name 
and condition in life. ,, 

“ Then it is because it affects thyself, personally, 
thou wilt not answer such questions ?” 

“It is.” 

“I am content, prisoner, thy life is spared; 
and now to attend to thy cure; for thy wound, 
though painful, is not dangerous,” replied Guy. 
“ Here Philip, conduct this prisoner to the 
tent of the Benedictines — mind, the tent of the 
Benedictines in Prince Bohemond’s quarters, for 
there is the best leech in the Crusaders’ camp. Say 
to Father Francis, I hope he will give his especial 
care to this youth, so as not only to effect his speedy 
cure, but, if it be possible, to remove from his face 
all traces of the ugly gashes he now bears. Ho ! 
what a weak boy it is. See — he has again fainted. 
ThoU must bear him on thy back, Philip. There — 
there. I am interested in the young infidel, now 
that I have heard him speak. What wicked, assas- 
sin-like, demon-black eyes he has, too ! He is quite 
a marvel ; for never did I see before such a daunt- 
less spirit, united with such frail nerves. He is as 
bold with the tongue, as impudent with the look, 
and as fearful of pain, and as much afraid of the 
sight of his own blood, as if he were a woman. 
Hurry, then, away with him to the best leech of all 
our monks. Remember, Philip, that you take him 
to the tent of the Benedictines in our Prince Bohe- 
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mond’s quarters. When there, ask for Father 
Francis ; he will look to, and, I have no doubt, cure 
the young unbeliever ; and, perchance, make him 
sound, both body and soul.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

THE STORY OF THE MAN-EATER OF MASCON 
CONCLUDED. 

Philip of Brefney departed on the message with 
which he had been intrusted, and the eye of Guy 
rested for an instant upon him and the senseless 
burden he was bearing. A smile of satisfaction 
lighted up with a momentary gleam the withered 
features of the old man as he noted the ease and 
speed with which the youthful Irishman, though so 
incumbered was hurrying back to the camp. He 
then turned to a sturdy Saxon, the friend of Hugh 
of York, and said : — 

“ Alfred, take thou charge of the hauberk and 
battle-axe of Philip ; better to bear the latter on 
one’s shoulder than have it crack an iron skull-cap 
in the vain effort to convince thy friend that the 
holy Peter never felt hunger.” 

“ Better face the battle-axe of a guileless adver- 
sary than encounter the poisoned arrow of a cowardly 
foe, or the still more poisoned tongue of a false 
friend,” replied Alfred. “ But where goest thou 
now, Guy of Mascon ? This is the post assigned us. 
I see no relief coming to supply our place ; and 
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thou forgettest thou hast not yet concluded the tale 
of thy boyhood which was so strangely interrupted ; 
it did not, I warrant, finish with thy shooting a bird 
in the forest, as surely as thou hast wounded that 
infidel in the waters of the Orontes.” 

“ Of a verity it did not, Alfred ; but I was moving 
off towards that pilgrim, to see if I could, by any 
stratagem, induce him to remove the hood from his 
face. I am somewhat puzzled as to his movements. 
He has approached marvellously near to us in a 
short time, and yet, when I before looked upon him, 
he seemed like one lost in an ecstacy of devotion. 
He may be a spy, Alfred, concealed under the false 
garb of a pilgrim, anchorite, or Greek monk, for 
though his garments are those of a religious, they 
are not like the habiliments worn by our western 
cenobites. What sayest thou, Alfred ?” 

“ Be he pilgrim, anchorite, Greek, monk, or spy, 
I care not,” answered Alfred, in a low tone of voice ; 
“ but proceed thou with thy story, and if he be that 
which thou surmisest, but I do not, then what thou 
hast to tell of sixty years ago cannot convey to our 
foes any information that can possibly be of the 
slightest advantage to them.” 

“ Right,” rejoined Guy, in a low whisper, “he is 
now within hearing of every word spoken aloud, and 
what he is about to listen to will not afford much 
edification to him, whilst it may serve to make our 
brother-soldiers, for the moment, forget the bitter 
pangs of hunger they are now enduring. Come, 
comrades, gather again around me, in order that I 
may conclude my tale of the man-eater of Mascon. 
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Ui Guy,’ remarked my father to me, ‘you have, I 
perceive, a quick eye and a steady hand. You are, in 
sooth, but a child in years, but still I would be more 
foolish than a child to bring you here, if I did not 
think you had both sense and discretion to act as 
you are commanded. Mark, therefore, well what I 
now say to you. We are now about to enter into 
the forest of Chatenay ; our first visit there shall be 
to the chapel of St. John ; there we shall both kneel 
down before its altar ; there both of us shall say one 
“ Our Father,” three u Hail Mary’s,” and in so doing 
beg for the intercession of the Blessed Virgin and of 
St. John, that Heaven may protect both in the enter- 
prize in which we are engaged, that God in His 
mercy may make us, however unworthy, His instru- 
ments in saving the innocent from danger, and, if 
crimes have been committed of bringing the guilty to 
condign punishment. From the chapel of St. John 
we shall proceed towards the hut of Peter the wood- 
man ; but in proceeding thither it is my intention, 
from the moment we leave the chapel, to walk about 
one hundred paces in advance of you, until we come 
to the spot where you and your companion last saw 
the woodman, or the man you supposed was the 
woodman. When you arrive on that spot clap your 
hands thrice together, and then stop ; I shall then 
turn round so as to be able to take strict notice of the 
place where you are standing. In that spot you 
shall remain for half an hour, and if by that time you 
do not see me return, then be sure some evil has 
happened, and hurry back with all speed to Mascon ; 
tell the news to your mother, and you may rest 
assured her clamorous cries will soon send every man 
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in Mascon, able to bear a sword, to the hut of Peter 
the woodman. Meanwhile, whilst you are waiting 
for me, be yourself on the watch, lest you should be 
taken by surprise ; if you hear but a branch break, 
see that it is no enemy stealing upon you. Do you 
understand now completely what I have been saying 
to you ?* 

“‘Perfectly, father,’ I answered, ‘I shall be as 
watchful as a dog*in pursuit of game.’ 

44 4 Good,’ answered my father, 4 and like the dog, 
do not bark whilst you are running it down.* 

44 4 1 shall be as silent, father,* I said, 4 as if I were 
tongue-tied.’ 

44 4 You promise fairly, Guy, and now let me see, 
boy, that you are no vain boaster. But tell me, Guy, 
how shall I know the man you call the woodman if I 
see him V 

44 4 Oh ! very easily, father, he is very like the boy 
I call his son, except that he has a beard, and his 
son has no hair on cheek or chin.’ 

44 4 But I have never seen the son,* observed my 
father, smiling, 4 and every boy that has not a beard 
is not like a man with one. What sort of eyes, fore- 
head, nose, hair, has the son ?’ 

44 4 Oh ! father,* I replied, 4 that is what I mean. 
I never saw any two like to the father and son but 
themselves. The son’s eyes are red like a fox’s, and 
they seem to be set in his head not close to the nose, 
but at the extremities of his head on each side, as if 
there were two or three inches between them. The 
nose of both is long, and red and hooked at the end, 
and the hair of both is of a blood red colour, and the 
beard of the father is of the same hue as the hair of 
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the son, hut with this difference, that it so covers all his 
face, that all you can discern is the hooked red nose, 
and the wide staring goggling red eyes.’ 

44 4 If Peter the woodman,’ laughed my father out- 
right, as he listened to me, 4 be at all like your 
description, he will be very easily recognized; but 
enough, Guy, of talking for the present. We are 
now about to penetrate the thickets of the forest, and 
we must converse no more until our work is finished ; 
let us think on what we have to do, and then do it. 
Silence Guy — silence, silent prayer, vigilance cau- 
tion and courage.’ 

44 The directions given by my father were literally at- 
tended to. I observed him, as he proceeded on his way 
to the chapel, cautiously looking around on every side 
of the beaten path on which we were advancing. At 
length we reached the chapel, and there entering, we 
knelt down both close together on the lowest altar step, 
there said our brief prayers, and then hurried away, 
stopping but for a single instant at the font, when my 
father, dipping his right hand into the holy water 
first made the sign of the cross with his wet finger on 
my forehead, and then on his own, sighing forth, 
4 Blessed Virgin and St. John, pray for us!’ He 
then stepped forth into the open air, nodding to me 
to follow him at the distance he had before indicated. 

44 There was the stillness of mid-day in the forest 
as we passed from the chapel on our way to the 
woodman’s hut. The fervent rays of the sun could 
not penetrate through the thick foliage of the trees, 
but still there was a glowing heat in the air which 
seemed to oppress into inaction every description of 
animal life. There was the silence, if not of death 
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at least of profound repose around us. The birds 
were silent, and even the hum of insects had ceased. 

I felt an indescribable thrill of terror as I observed 
the ghost-like form of my father moving noiselessly, 
but slowly forward ; and when I reached the spot 
where I had last seen the woodman, I had scarcely 
strength to clap my hands as I had been directed. 

“ My father turned suddenly round as he heard 
the noise, fixed his eyes steadily on me, then point- 
ing upwards towards the sky, as if bidding me com- 
mend myself to the protection of heaven, he blessed 
himself on the forehead, smiled, and then suddenly 
disappeared. 

“ As my father made the sign of the cross on his 
forehead, so did I, and with that action the moraen- ■ 
tary tremor that I had experienced seemed to have 
vanished, not only from my limbs, but my heart ; and 
knowing that I was now alone, utterly and com- 
pletely alone, in the deep, dark, silent, sultry forest. 

I felt that I was prepared to meet every peril and to 
encounter every danger. 

“ I stood thus, I suppose, for about five minutes, 
when to my surprise, I heard sounds as if they came 
from some place under ground. The sounds were 
like to those of a person singing some merry song. 

I knelt down as I heard the noise, and still the song 
continued. I then put my ear close to the gronnd, 
but as I did so the noise was no longer to be heard. 

I concluded, therefore, that from whatever place the 
singing came, it could not be directly under the spot 
where I was standing. I proceeded then to walk 
cautiously around the place, and as I did so I saw 
that I was much nearer to the back of the woodman’s 
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hut than I had supposed, that the pathway must have 
made a circular bend, from the place where I last saw 
my father, towards the hut ; and as this thought was 
passing through my mind, and the words of the song 
were heard so distinctly by me, that I could recognize 
the voice of the singer to be my lost companion 
Ralph, the earth on which I was standing slipped 
noiselessly, like a trap-door, under my feet, so that 
at one moment I was standing in the open air in the 
midst of the forest, and in the next I was in a dark 
hole under ground, scrambling for a footing amongst 
a heap of dried bones ? 

“ I gave utterance to no cry as I fell ; my first 
impulse in the midst of the blinding darkness in 
which I was immersed, was to feel if I had my dagger 
still safe in its sheath, and next, to try if my bow 
was uninjured and my arrows unbroken ; and as I 
was so engaged, the merry song of Ralph was going 
on, but now quite close to my ear; but still the 
singer remained unseen by me. 

“ All I could at first discern was a light directly 
over the hole or trap down which I had fallen, and 
next that there was light on a level with my eyes 
at a considerable distance, and like to that which 
appears to one when standing in the depth of a long 
cavern, and he looks back towards its mouth by 
which he had entered. 

“ At length my eyes became accustomed to the 
obscurity into which I had been so suddenly and 
unexpectedly plunged, and one by one the objects 
around qame out, as it were, of the mist in which 
they had been enshrouded, and were distinctly visi- 
ble. The first things that attracted my gaze were 
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the dry bones that lay in a heap beneath me, and I 
immediately perceived they were the same as those 
at which I had often looked in the grave-yard at 
Mascon ! There were the legs, and arms, and thigh 
bones, and skulls of human beings ! 

“ I jumped up with horror from my resting-place, 
and as I did so, bounded close to a table on which 
there was lying a skull, white as polished ivory, and 
on that skull was resting the hand of my companion, 
Ralph; and there was he, playing with it, and 
singing to it a merry song, and utterly unconscious, 
as it seemed to me, either of the place where he was, 
or what he was doing ! 

“ ‘Ralph, Ralph/ said I, ‘ what is the matter with 
you ? Why are you here ? Do you know what you 
are doing ?’ 

u ‘ Do I know what I am doing ?’ answered Ralph. 
‘ Do I know what I am doing, quotha? Do I know 
what I am doing ? he ! he !’ the poor boy said, gig- 
gling like an idiot. ‘ Do I know what I am doing ? 
He ! he ! he ! Look here. Guy, don’t you see what 
I am doing ? I i-m playing with a bird’s nest ; here 
it is, the sweet, pretty bird’s nest Peter’s son pro- 
mised us. He ! he ! he ! do I know what I am 
doing ? Did you ever see a bird’s nest as white as 
that ? Oh ! Guy, that jolly good Peter, the wood- 
man, has promised that by this time to morrow, my 
own head will be as nice a bird’s nest as that, he ! 
he ! he ! Oh ! he is such a good woodman. He has 
given me such delicious, rose-scented honey, white, 
fresh honey, too. Here, Guy, taste it ; I never was 
so merry as since I tasted it. Do I know what I 
am doing, quotha ? He ! he !’ 
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“ 1 looked on the poor boy, as he spoke to me. 
He had been a thin, pale, weakly boy at all times ; 
as gentle, as quiet, and as timid as a little girl ; and 
yet there he was, in a cavern covered with the bones 
of the dead, a skull in his hand, his cheeks flushed, 
his eyes dazzling, and he having all the appearance 
of a man whose senses were bewrayed by strong 
drink, or some intoxicating opiate. By the side of 
the skull, lay, on a fresh green leaf, a flake of honey, 
seemingly just taken from the hive, and of which he 
appeared to have eaten but a very small portion. 

“ I saw that, whatever was the cause, the poor 
boy’s, reason was affected, and, therefore, instead of 
arguing with him, I thought it best to see if I could 
discover something that might be useful to myself. 

“ ‘Ralph,’ said I, ‘can you tell me, where I can 
see the woodman’s son ?” 

“ ‘ Oh, yes, I can !’ he answered ; he is out in the 
forest looking for you and your father , and if you 
both come in by the front door of -the hut, you will 
be nicely trapped. They will bring the two of you 
down here, and give you such delicious honey — honey 
like this. Do now taste it, Guy, and then they will 
put your father into one of the large barrels over 
therein the corner, and they will make a bird’s nest 
of your head, as they intend to make of mine ! He I 
he ! Won’t that be rare sport for us, Guy ? But, 
Guy — I say, Guy, don’t you now ask me any more 
questions, I am becoming so sleepy ; there, Guy, 
play with my bird’s nest whilst I sleep, sleep, sleep, 
Guy.’ 

“And as he uttered these words his head fell 
heavily on his hands, and in a moment afterwards, 
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his loud snore filled the cavern, as if with an awful 
sound. 

“ I had not time to reflect upon all I heard, nor 
to be, as I most probably would have been, most 
awfully frightened by it, when I heard the noise of 
a desperate struggle, as if two strong men were 
wrestling in a deadly encounter, although no word 
was uttered by either of them. The struggle con- 
tinued ; there was the thick breathing of men, who 
were panting in each other’s faces as they grasped 
one another in a mortal embrace. Then there was 
a pause, and then a fall which shook the very earth 
— a silence for an instant, and then there was the 
shrieking cry of a man in agony — 4 Help ! help ! 
help ! my son — come, come quickly ! — stab the vil- 
lain in the back as he holds me down to the earth, 
and as I hold him, lest he should slay me. Help ! 
help! help-!* 

44 The words that I heard were not spoken by my 
father. I rushed to where I saw the chink of light ; 
and when I gained it I found it was but the crevice 
in a thick door opening into the cabin of the wood- 
man, and I had not the strength to open it, for it 
was bolted on the other side. The crevice, however, 
was a large one, and enabled me to see the entire 
room of the cabin; and on the floor, I observed my 
father, locked in the embrace of the woodman, my 
father holding the woodman down, but at the same 
time his arms were grasped close within those of the 
prostrate man, who was writhing in rage beneath 
him. 

44 I drew forth an arrow with the intention of dis- 
charging it at the head of the woodman, although 
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doubtful at the time, that I could inflict any serious 
injury upon him, when I saw the door of the hut 
suddenly open, and the woodman's son, with a long 
sharp knife in his hand, rush in. 

“ i Hurry ! hurry ! hurry !' gasped the woodman, 
now nearly exhausted by the struggle ; 1 run your 
knife into the back of this villain ! he cannot turn 
upon you, nor harm you. Do not put the knife hur- 
riedly into him, but slowly, lest you should touch 
upon a bone. Do it well — do it deliberately — drive 
the knife home ; never stop until you have buried it 
in his flesh, up to the very handle.' 

“ ‘ I will — I will, father, have ’ 

“ Vengeance !” 

“ The very word the boy spoke," said old Guy of 
Mascon, starting up ; “ but who here has now given 
utterance to it ?" 

“Not I," said Alfred of York, “nor any one of 
your comrades." 

“Then who else could have spoken?" asked the 
soldier of Mascon. 

Alfred pointed to the pilgrim, who again lay with 
his face resting upon the earth, and was heard, as if 
in his devotion, giving audible expression to holy 
thoughts, with the words: “ Vengeance is mine , 
saith the Lord ." 

Guy of Mascon, whose demeanour had become 
from this time forward more excited than it had 
been by any of the preceding incidents of the day, 
now resumed his seat, and thus continued his 
story : — 

“I watched the boy, as his father spoke to him, 
clench hard his teeth, and walk slowly round the two 
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men as they lay on the earth before him. He placed 
his left hand on the back of my father, and went 
fumbling about with his fingers, as if searching for 
the spot into which he should plunge his knife ; he 
then paused, and turned the handle of the knife, in 
order that he might grasp it as a dagger, and give 
greater strength to the blow ; as he did so, I took 
slow, deliberate, direct aim at him, and as his right 
hand was in the very act of being uplifted, an arrow 
transfixed his wrist with such sure force as to drive it 
not only hack, hut to send the glittering knife clat- 
tering against the wall. In a moment a second arrow 
scarred his forehead from eye-brow to eye-brow, 
blinding him with blood ; and then a third arrow 
struck the ruffian father on the floor in the head, and 
its discharge was followed by the thick dark blood 
flowing out, and darkening the red hair of the pant- 
ing savage. 

“ Almost on the same instant, the shrieks of the 
father and of the son were heard ; and the words 
they uttered were the same ” 

“Vengeance.” 

“ Vengeance is mine , saith the Lord !" murmured 
again the pious pilgrim in the same still action of 
quiescent devotion. 

There was a slight tremor on the lip of old Guy 
of Mascon, at this renewed interruption, but appa- 
rently unattended to by him, as he thus proceeded — 

“ Up to that moment not one word had been spo- 
ken by my father. He had, despite his watchful- 
ness, been suddenly pounced upon from behind by 
the woodman, on entering the cabin, had struggled 
with him, and at last, by main strength and activity, 
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overthrew him, although he could not release his 
hands so as to use his sword or dagger. He had, 
without a murmur or cry, perceived the son pre- 
paring to inflict a mortal wound upon him ; and it 
was not until he saw the son blinded with his own 
blood, and marked the agony in the father’s face 
from the wound I had inflicted upon him, that he 
cried out, ‘Bravo, Guy! bravely done, and well 
aimed ! my son, you have saved your father’s life.’ 
“And as he spoke these words he bounded up, 
rested for an instant on his knee, and as he did soj 
drew forth a dagger, and passing it quickly behind 
the legs of the prostrate woodman, he exclaimed — 
‘And now, woodman, thou shalt never again soil 
God’s earth with the print of thy sinful foot.’ 

“ One roar of intense, of harrowing agony, fol- 
lowed this apparently simple act of my father ; and 
then the woodman covered his face with his hands, 
and lay as a helpless log on the floor of the hut. 

“ ‘ Where are you, Guy ? No longer hide yourself 
like a timid boy,* said my father ; ‘ all danger is 
now past, you may^come forth in safety.’ 

“‘Iam here, father,’ I replied, ‘ and unless you 
will make way for me, I cannot get to you.’ 

“ ‘ Oh ! my brave, good, manly boy,’ said my 
father, approaching the door, unbolting it, and as he 
did so, taking me up in his arms, and kissing me a 
hundred times, ‘how came you into such a hole as 
that?’ 

“ ‘ Come with me, father,’ I said, ‘ and I will ex- 
plain all to you, and show you poor Ralph.’ 

“ ‘ Poor Ralph,’ said my father, turning pale as I 
spoke the words. ‘ Poor Ralph ! Is the boy then 
dead?’ 
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“ ‘ Oh ! no — no, not dead ; but there is something 
the matter with him which I do not understand. 
Come — come with me — but are you not afraid that 
the wicked woodman may rise again and try to slay 
you?’ 

44 4 Do not fear that, Guy ; Peter the woodman is 
now hamstrung. He can no more move from where 
he lies, than if he were a corpse stretched upon its 
bier. But what has become of the wicked imp, his 
son ? Oh ! I perceive by this trickling blood along 
the floor, he has fled from the hut. When we require 
him he can be easily tracked by his filthy gore ; and 
if he were to live for a hundred years, you, I can 
tell you, Guy, have put a mark upon his face by 
which he can ever be from henceforth easily recog- 
nized. But come now to see poor Ralph, and then 
to examine into every nook and corner of this abode 
of wickedness. We can do so leisurely, and we can 
do so unmolested. But hist! hist! what heavy 
moaning, snoring sound is that ?’ 

44 4 It is Ralph/ I replied ; 4 that wicked man has 
given him some honeycomb, which I fear has poi- 
soned him.’ v 

44 4 Poison !’ exclaimed my father ; poison a poor 
helpless child ! Oh ! no, no, Guy ; the worst crimes 
have a cause, and there could be no motive so to get 
rid of a child ; but that awful snoring noise is not 
made by a child ; it comes from a full grown man or 
woman ; but we shall find it out before we leave the 
hut. Come, now, first show me where is Ralph.' 

44 With these words I led my father into the dark 
cavern, pointed out to him the place down which I 
had fallen, and then, when his sight had become 
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accustomed to the obscurity, brought him over to the 
corner where Ralph lay buried in a profound sleep. 

44 My father first placed his hand on the boy’s 
heart, then marked attentively his breathing, and 
then, looking up to me, said, 4 His blood flows regu- 
larly and healthily, his breath comes naturally, there 
is no poison here.’ 

44 4 Then why,’ I asked, 4 is he buried in such a 
profound sleep ? wherefore did he talk so much of 
the honey they had given him ? why fancy a dead 
man’s skull to be a bird’s nest ?’ 

44 My father appeared puzzled by the questions I 
put to him; he examined the boy’s fingers, which 
were still clammy with the honey ; he then examined 
the honey, smelt it, but did not taste it, and then 
exclaimed : 

44 4 Now, Guy, I understand it all. The woodman, 
doubtless, is a magician; he is one of those vile 
wretches who still breathe the air of heaven, and yet 
have sold themselves, body and soul, to the great 
enemy of mankind ; who, in exchange for their eter- 
nal happiness, have acquired the means whereby they 
may, for a certain period of time, delude the senses 
of their fellow-mortals. The man is a magician, and 
he has practised some of his hellish arts on this poor 
boy. This, then, is a case which is beyond the skill 
of an ignorant layman ; it is for a learned, holy, pious 
priest to solve such a difficulty. The knowledge and 
the piety of the good monks will speedily baffle all 
those hellish wiles. I shall, therefore, bear the boy 
in my arms to the monastery of St. Vincent, and 
sure I am that from thence he will be restored in 
perfect health to his afflicted parents ; and with the 
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boy I shall take this honey, so that they may see of 
what magic materials it is compounded. The wisdom 
of the Church, Guy, is always mightier and stronger 
than the cunning of the devil. And look here, my 
boy, and see to what degradation Beelzebub is always 
sure to reduce his votaries ; see how this wretch — 
this magician — for such I am now sure he is, having 
parted with his hope of heaven — that which God 
himself purchased for us all with His blood — see 
how, to satisfy his sinful passions, and gratify his 
gross propensities, having forsaken the Church, and 
forsworn her saving sacraments, he is now reduced to 
the condition of the most ferocious beast, and takes 
pleasure in feeding upon human flesh ! Look, we 
cannot stir a step without crunching the bones of 
some baptized Christian he has devoured ; and, look 
here — oh ! horrible and monstrous sight — these bar- 
rels are filled with the mangled limbs of men and 
women, and these are preserved in brine, so that his 
foul appetite may always be supplied with a food 
which cannot be thought of or named without loath- 
ing. Come, Guy, come from this place, come at 
once, for there is contamination even in contemplating 
the foul deeds of this abominable cannibal.’ 

u We hurried out of the cavern into the room 
where the woodman lay helpless, writhing with agony, 
his hands still covering his face, and he uttering not 
one word — no, not even a single groan. My father 
bore the sleeping Ralph on his shoulder, but the boy’s 
sleep was now as tranquil as an infant’s ; as placid, 
as gentle, and as profound. 

“ There was the stillness of death in the apartment 
as we returned to it. My father, who carried Ralph 
on his left arm, said to me : 
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44 4 Come, boy, now first to the monastery of St. 
Vincent, to deposit there the sleeping Ralph ; then 
to his parents, to tell them he has been recovered, 
and where he may be found ; then to our own home, 
to allay the fears of your mother ; then to the good 
Count William, in order that he may arrest and con- 
vey this malefactor to the stake, as a magician and a 
murderer. And now, Guy* as we leave this apart- 
ment, do you as I do, and repeat the words after 
me.’ 

44 And so saying he made the sign of the cross as 
he looked down upon the prostrate man, and exr 
claimed : 

44 4 The cross of Christ be between me and you, and 
every other evil spirit/ 

44 He spoke the words, and was on the point of 
turning out of the door of the hut, when again we 
heard- ” 

The shrill, long, monotonous blast of a trumpet, 
issuing from the Christian encampment, thrilled with 
its shrieking sound the group of listening soldiers. 

Guy of Mascon, and all his armed comrades, 
started to their feet. 

44 The time for story-telling is at an end ; the mo- 
ment for action has come. Back, back, men, with 
all speed to our quarters. Hark! the signal for 
recall is now sounding from every side of the camp. 
Away — away, Alfred of York ; carry thou the hau- 
berk and battle-axe of Philip of Brefney. Before 
the sun has set the latter will, I hope, be deep set in 
the brain of an unbeliever. An unbeliever, Alfred — 
not, like thy friend, an unbeliever in Peter the Her- 
mit — but a gross, sanguinary, ruthless, Mahommedan 
unbeliever. Away ! away !” 
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The words of Guy were followed with the regular, 
heavy, although quiet, tramp of well-disciplined sol- 
diers; and in a brief space of time there was no 
living thing discernible between the outermost en- 
trenchments of the Christian camp and the waters of 
the Orontes but one, and that one was the person 
described by Guy as a pilgrim, anchorite, or Greek 
monk ; as one whose dress showed that he was devoted 
to a religious life, although not one of those best 
known in the Western Church. 

The outward garment of this person was a coarse, 
long, heavy grey cloak, which fell in large and ample 
folds from the shoulder, and beneath it was a loose 
tunic, which, fitting closely at the neck, descended to 
the middle of the leg, and was confined at the waist 
by a long thin girdle of brown cloth, which was 
circled in several folds around the body. Beneath 
the tunic were discernible loose trowsers, which were 
fastened to purple-colored sharp-toed buskins. At- 
tached ,to the cloak was a deep hood, which, when 
drawn over the face, was provided with orifices, 
enabling the wearer to see through them as he 
walked, and that, when cast back, served to cover a 
small scrip in which the religious bore his scanty 
stock of provisions. The habiliments were those 
precisely of a Greek monk of Mount Athos ; and, 
like to those monks, the person here described wore 
a hood, and beneath the hood a close-fitting cap, 
which covered not only his ears, but even the entire 
of his forehead to the very eyes. Like to the same 
monks, this man, who was now far advanced in years, 
and must, of course, be supposed long since to have 
made his profession, looked as if his white hair and 
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beard had never been clipped, whilst his thin, long, 
unwashed fingers, which grasped a thick pilgrim’s 
staff, seemed to be the claws of a wild animal, for 
they were provided with nails that appeared to have 
never been cut, and that were as black, as long, and 
apparently as strong as those of a tiger, when it 
unsheathes them in its raging hunger to seize upon 
and devour its prey. 

So long as Guy of Mascon was telling the tale of 
what had occurred to him when a boy, the pilgrim 
monk remained with his face to the earth, and his 
arms outstretched, as if he had been absorbed in 
devotion ; but now, when the retreating steps of the 
soldiers had been followed by a complete silence of 
all around him, he rose slowly from his prostrate 
position, and resting upon his knees, as if he were in 
prayer, he let fall his pilgrim staff from his hands, 
and then drawing the folds of the hood which covered 
his head close to his breast, so as to peep out from 
the holes, he turned slowly, slowly — to a person 
gazing at a distance, imperceptibly — round, so. as to 
be sure that from no part of the horizon was there 
an eye gazing upon him ; and when convinced that 
such was the case, he sprang with the vigor of youth 
to his feet, and cast back his hood. 

The face, or at least so much of it* as was dis- 
cernible, was an awful one to look upon ; for its 
expression rendered the naturally hideous, ugly 
features those of a demon stirred into rage by the 
burning flames of hell. No portion of the forehead 
was discernible; the dark, close-fitting, Greekish 
monk-cap covered forehead and eyebrows, but from 
the rim of the cap seemed to spring a thick, promi- 
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nent nose, red as fire, and at each side of the head, 
■wide-set apart from one another, were two staring 
eyes, which seemed to look, not straight forward, bat 
to each side, at the same time that they cast out vivid 
flashes, as of fire, whilst all the rest of the face was 
covered with ashy white hair, which, staring from the 
head, started out in thick masses, so as to cover 
rather than descend upon the breast as a beard. 

A full and willing vent seemed now to be given by 
this hideous man to the rage which he had hitherto 
been concealing beneath the mockery of a seeming 
devotion. It was as if he had invited a demon to 
take possession of him ; that the evil spirit had come 
at his bidding, and no longer left him master of him- 
self. His words were occasionally shrieks, and he 
moved up and down with the uneasy lurking paces, 
broken by occasional bounds of fury, such as are 
exhibited by a wild animal of the forest when first 
confined within the narrow precincts of a cage. 

“ Vengeance ! vengeance ! vengeance !” he ex- 
claimed. “Yes, that was the word, spoken in the 
woodman’s cave in the forest of Chatenay, Ven- 
geance! — that was the word spoken in the ear of 
the cruel William, Count of Arles and Duke of 
Burgundy, when he brought dishonour on the humble 
but honest home of Walter of Arles, and forced him 
to become Peter the woodman, Peter the magician, 
Peter the man-eater in the forest of Chatenay. 
Vengeance ! — ay, that too was the word spoken 
when the same William pined a prisoner in the 
power of Robert of France, and died bereft of duke- 
dom and countship, a beggar dependant upon the 
bounty of others. Vengeance ! — yes, it was the very 
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word spoken by the poor boy, when, blinded with hia 
own blood, he felt he was no longer able to defend 
his father’s life. Vengeance ! — yes, it was the very 
last word spoken by Peter the woodman when he felt 
the fire reaching his vitals — the last word he spoke 
before they burned him like a log of wood and dis- 
persed his ashes in the air. Vengeance ! — ay, and 
it has come upon them, and will come upon them, one 
and all. Has this old braggart, who now makes a 
child’s story of such events, has he, too, forgotten 
that they did not end with the discovery of the 
bodies of the murdered travellers in Peter the wood- 
man’s hut ; nor with the recovery of those who 
were unhurt and sleeping, and whose snores he heard, 
because a narcotic draught had been given to them, 
and whose worthless lives he saved ? Vengeance ! — 
has it not, though he bears a charmed life, pursued 
him and his from that day to this ? How died his 
father ? Slain, not like a soldier but a coward, with 
an arrow in his back from a sure but unsuspected 
hand. How died his mother ? By slow poison — so 
slow, they deemed it sickness, but so sure, that she 
knew from the moment she imbibed it, although she 
never breathed a suspicion of the fact but to the 
priest, that it was death, death, death, — inevitable 
death. And how comes it, that he is now a childless 
old man ! Vengeance ! vengeance ! vengeance ! in 
various forms ; in the river, in the forest, in the 
field, in the house ; but still death as certain as if 
they had, like Ralph the boy, who died an idiot, 
eaten of the opiate honeycomb, or had lain quiescent 
for a minute with bared neck beneath the short knife 
of Peter the woodman. Vengeance I vengeance 
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vengeance ! — oh ! it is a true word, and it lives and 
thrives, and ever bears fruit in the breast of an 
injured man. Vengeance ! — it lies in wait for Guy 
of Mascon. Vengeance ! — it lies in wait for Florine 
of Burgundy, the buxom grand-daughter of him who 
first did wrong to Peter the woodman. Vengeance 
awaits the footsteps of the betrothed bride who comes 
as a crusader in Jerusalem, and who hopes, with the 
rescue of the Holy City from the hands of infidels, 
that Heaven will bless her union with Swein of Den- 
mark. Vengeance ! — ay, vengeance upon all who 
have aided, and all who may approve of the shedding 
of the blood, of the burning to death of Peter the 
woodman. Vengeance upon the persecutors of ma- 
gicians. Vengeance upon the whole of those who 
bear the name of Christian, for Christianity has 
destroyed the power of him^who first told man that 
earth was made for man, and showed him the arts 
by which he would extort from nature her richest 
secrets. Vengeance ! vengeance ! vengeance !” 

And as the wretched, wicked old man spoke these 
words, there came to his ears the loud, joyous burst 
of thousands of men, all shouting with one voice : — 
“ God wills it ! God wills it.” 

“He turned fiercely round towards the distant 
Christian encampment, and there was an execration 
in his fierce glance as he gazed upon it, and then a 
sneer curled his lip, as he exclaimed : — 

“ As a magician, and the son of a magician,” he 
said, “ I am superstitious, and attach credence to 
omens. I have cried ‘ vengeance ,’ and you exclaim 
i God wills it . 9 Be it so — and now to realize as a 
fact against yourselves, your desire to do evil to 
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others, I shall speed the news I have learned to 
Baghi Sian, so that he may know all that the spy, 
who was arrested this day, would have desired to tell 
him.” 


CHAPTER Y. 

THE THREE VILLAINS. 

Beyond the encampment of the Christians, and in 
that quarter the farthest removed from the walls of 
Antioch, there was perched a miserable hamlet, 
which hung upon the very brink of a deep ravine, 
filled with bare rocks, and by whose rugged base 
there struggled a scanty stream, the trickling 
whispering sound of which might be occasionally 
heard as the water feebly forced its ways through 
some narrow fissure. The front of the disjointed and 
badly-covered huts — too poverty-stricken ever to 
attract tho attention of the enemy — looked towards 
the Christian encampment, and the backs of the same 
huts were directly overlooking the wild ravine. 

The huts we have described were the dwelling- 
places of the mendicants who had followed the Cru- 
saders' army from Europe, and who clung to its 
movements, whether its career had been marked by 
triumphs or disasters — not aiding in the former, and 
aggravating the evils of the latter. Over this 
motley band, there was a recognized leader — recog- 
nized not merely by themselves, but even in the camp 
of the Crusaders, as the person through whom commu- 
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locations were to be made from their superiors, as to 
when the army was about to move, and when it was 
determined to entrench itself for a time in any 
particular place. The person thus placed in authority 
over his fellows was designated as “ the Beggar King” 
and the only distinction between his habitation and 
that of his associates was, that his hut was in the 
centre of all the rest, and that attached to its door- 
post was a large satchel or bag, in which was 
expected to be dropped the dole or alms of those 
whom curiosity, or the necessity of travelling by that 
road, brought through the hamlet of the beggars. 

To the door of this hut was seen approaching, with 
rapid strides, in about an hour after the occurrence 
of the incidents described in the last chapter, a pilgrim 
Greek monk. He stopped for an instant at the door 
to feel the pendent scrip, and then dashing it with 
fury against the door-post, he exclaimed : — 

“It is like the charity of Christians — the semblance 
of what ought to be done, and is left undone — a pre- 
tence — hollow, empty, valueless.” 

With these words he entered the hut, bolted the 
door behind him, then disarrayed himself of his pil- 
grim’s garb, and appeared in his true character — an 
aged beggar, far advanced in years, but not stricken 
down by infirmity — his garments ragged, his feet 
naked, but his head and forehead and eye-brows still 
covered with the close-fitting black cap. 

“And now,” said he, “to meet with my fitting 
associates — the Christian Greek, who is ready to be- 
tray his God to please his prince ; and the Ismaelian 
Turk, who is prepared to for-swear his prophet at the 
command of his chief, and to win what he calls Para- 


Digitized by CjOOQle 



THE THREE VILLAINS. 


67 


dise, by practising perjury, and committing murder. 
Let us see, if they who will not be true in virtue, can 
be relied upon for their adherence to sin.” 

As the old man spoke, he opened a door which 
looked down upon the dark ravine, and from which a 
person would suppose that to step one foot beyond 
the threshold, was to cast one’s-self down a precipice 
of at least a hundred feet. Such was not the case 
with the old man, who was acquainted with the local- 
ity. From the door-way his foot descended to a nar- 
row, jutting rock, and thence, in the same manner, 
having closed the door by which he had gained the 
open air, he descended slowly and noiselessly as a cat 
approaching its prey, from rock to rock, for about a 
distance of sixty feet, until he at length came on a 
level with a cavern, the entrance to which was so nar- 
row, that it barely afforded room for the admission of 
a single man at a time. 

Once the entrance had been thus gained, there was 
an easy access to the cavern, which ran slanting up- 
wards, by a gradual ascent within the hill in which 
it had been formed, swelling out into a wide arch in 
the centre, and then narrowing off into what was at 
first an obscure, but finally, an utterly dark passage, 
still leading upwards, as if it opened in some distant 
but topmost part of the hill. 

Within the cavern the old man found the two per- 
sons he had expected to meet there. The one was a 
Greek — the other a Turk. The Greek was seated at 
a low table, on which were two flasks of wine. The 
Turk was sitting cross-legged on the floor, and be- 
neath him was a cloak lined with rich fur. Around 
the apartment were arranged — but still in different 
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heaps, some large, some small — an heterogenous col- 
lection of various articles. In one heap* for instance, 
■were to be seen swords, helmets, full suits of Turkish 
and Christian armour, with scimitars, daggers, cha- 
lices, altar-cloths, vestments ; in another heap, the same 
articles, but in smaller quantities ; in another, a 
Christian standard, and the caparison of a Turkish 
horseman ; in another, nothing more than a chalice ; 
in another, a lady's festive dress, with rings and brace- 
lets, and nought else beside these. It seemed to 
be a store-house in which individuals, or a company 
of individuals, had deposited the plunder which they 
had acquired alone, or in separate gangs ; and such* 
in fact, was the cavern in which the old man now met 
with the Greek and the Turk. 

The Greek and Turk awaited the coming of the old 
man in complete silence. ' It was not possible to say 
what was the precise motive for their silence. It 
might be, that his rich velvet tunic, and gold-embroi- 
dered sandals, and jewel-hilted dagger, made the 
Greek, Alexander, whose dark skin was flushed, and 
his bright, black eyes flashed with excitement from 
the wine he was imbibing, fancy himself superior to 
the man who squatted before him in coarse cloth 
jacket, and still more coarse leggings. The cause for 
this silence might be pride on one side, and humility 
on the other ; or it might be the national repulsion 
that ever existed between the two races — the Greek 
hating the Turk, the Turk ever despising the Greek ; 
whatever the cause, and the explanation for it may be 
found hereafter, both, from the moment they entered 
the cavern, had observed as absolute a silence as if 
each were unconscious of the other's presence. 
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The old man had in his slow and noiseless descent 
strained his hearing to its utmost watchfulness, in 
the hope of catching a single syllable before he should 
be seen by those who awaited his coming. He had 
listened in vain ; for, in truth, not a syllable had been 
uttered. He stopped again at the entrance ; the si- 
lence still continued. There appeared to him to be 
in this silence an ominous proof of some preconcerted 
plan between the two, and in the hope he might detect 
an exchange of glances between them, he suddenly 
appeared before them. He looked first at the Greek ; 
but in the handsome, regular, and smiling face of the 
citizen of Constantinople he could discern nought but 
an earnest admiration of the rich wine as it sparkled 
and bubbled into the silver goblet from the flask. 
He next looked at the Turk ; but in his thin, fleshless 
features, and in his wild haggard eye, as he gazed up- 
wards, there was no expression discernible to show 
that aught had disturbed his deep reverie but the ap- 
pearance of the old man himself. 

“Alexander,” said the old man, addressing the 
Greek, “ do you not know Selim ? or knowing him 
have you quarrelled with him?” 

“I know Selim so well,” replied the Greek, “ that 
he is the last man in the world I would willingly 
quarrel with.” 

“And you, Selim,” inquired the old man of the 
Turk, “why are you so silent?” 

“ I never speak but on business,” answered Selim> 
“ and drinking is not business.” 

“But it is a very pleasant occupation, I can tel^ 
you, Selim,” remarked the Greek. “Experience 
teaches, as the poet says ; try it, and you will never 
willingly abandon it.” 
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“ Oh ! I peroeive you can talk now together that I 
am here to listen to you,” remarked the old man, his 
suspicion as to some preconcerted plot being now con- 
firmed. “ Why, Alexander, were you not so merry 
over the wine cup when I was not present?” 

“The ancients always arranged their banquet 
couches to hold three; three constitutes a company; 
three is the number of the Graces : but there is no 
harmony, no sociability in two : two represents man 
and wife, and every couple like a married couple is, 
as you must be aware, if you were ever married, 
always dull.” Such was the laughing reply given by 
Alexander to the morose question put to him. 

“You banter well, Alexander,” continued the old 
man, still pertinaciously adhering to his question; 
“but why, I ask you, were you not talking with 
Selim?” 

“Because I would not talk with him,” said Selim, 
in an angry tone. “ He was profaning in my pres- 
ence one of the laws of my prophet. I endured it, 
for your sake. Did you expect me, when you asked 
me here, to countenance it also, by familiar discourse 
with a sinner committing a sin ? and, now, I tell you, 
I will speak neither to him nor to you, until the wine 
is removed from my sight.” 

“Wait a moment,” remarked Alexander, “and I 
promise you that you shall never again see a drop of 
it ;” and with these words, he emptied the flask into 
the goblet, gulphed the liquor down with a single 
draught, and then casting the wine flasks from the 
table, he dashed them with a single kick, into a dark 
corner, and turning to the .pld man, said : — “ I appeal 
to you, could Selim himself have treated a wine-flask 
with more contempt than I have ?” 
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“ Enough of fooling,” remarked the old man ; “ and 
now, for a matter which will be alike interesting 
to both of you to hear, and the reason why I have 
requested both to meet me in this place. A Turkish 
spy has been arrested to-day at one of the outposts, 
bearing to the Governor of Antioch intelligence that 
an attack will be made on the Christian encampment 
at the dawn of the coming day, for the purpose of 
sending a convoy of provisions into the beleaguered 
city. The army and the provisions are both coming 
from Araca. The leaders of the Crusaders are by 
this time aware of the project, and I wished to see 
you here, in order that as you have both an interest 
in bringing to nought the enterprise of the Christians, 
you might with me devise the means whereby God- 
frey of Bouillon and his followers may derive no ad* 
vantage from the intelligence they have thus unluckily 
gained.” 

“ An army with provisions, marching from Araca 
to Antioch !” observed Selim, pausing upon every 
word he said. “From Araca, did you say old 
man?” 

“Yes, from Araca. I am sure I heard the word 
Araca.” 

“ And led by whom ?” again inquired Selim. 

“ I heard not that,” said the old man. 

“They know nought of such an expedition at 
Antioch,” remarked Selim. 

“ That I am sure of,” answered the old man ; 
“and therefore have I desired to see you here, to 
impart information you could not otherwise have 
acquired.” 

“ An army coming with provisions from Araca to 
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the relief of Antioch ! Are not these, old man, your 
very words?” again inquired Selim. 

“ Yes, I repeat them, an army coming with pro- 
visions to the relief of Antioch,” said the old beggar. 

“ From Araca?” 

“ Aye — from A-ra-ca,” repeated the old man, and 
in his irritation making a distinct word of every 
syllable. 

“ From Araca !” again repeated the imperturbable 
Selim. He paced up and down the cave two or three 
time, and then turning, so as to stand directly face 
to face with the beggar, he again uttered the 
words : — 

xt You said from Araca ?” 

“I did; and, if necessary, I will repeat it a 
hundred times to you.” observed the beggar. 

“ You need not — but I wished to be quite sure as 
to what you said,” replied Selim. “ My reason for 
asking you is, that the story you tell is very impro- 
bable.” 

“ Aye, and,” chimed in Alexander, “ how do you 
yourself, old man, know that it is true ?” 

“Aye,” repeated Selim, “how do you yourself, 
old man, know that it is true ?” 

To these questions the old man at first gave no 
reply ; his furious passions choked his utterance ; 
his fingers, trembling with the excitement that 
agitated him, seemed to be searching for some 
deadly weapon, in order that he might allay his fury 
by the sight of the blood of those who, it apppeared 
to him, had conspired together to taunt, annoy, and 
jibe him. He turned away to hide from them the 
deadly loathing against both, which was then fer- 
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meriting in his heart, and that he was conscious 
must he descernible in his features, if they watched 
the expression of his eyes. 

The terrible old man had long since cast away the 
grace of God from him — he had done so wilfully — 
he had done so, in order that he might indulge his 
hatred against those who had in any way offended 
or injured him, or that he fancied had done so ; and 
now the sins which he had made his servant?, had , 
become his masters, and reason and will, those two 
great gifts from God to man, were under the control 
of violent passions, instead of being, as they should 
be, his guides to lead him from earth to heaven. 

The old man was conscious of his weakness when 
passion beset him, and hence the struggle to which 
he had now to submit to conceal the evil thoughts 
that were lurking in his bosom ; he knew that to give 
them vent would be to place himself within the power 
of two men stronger than himself ; whereas, by con- 
cealing them now, he might hereafter, and when 
opportunity served, and no peril be incurred, take 
ample and full revenge upon those he fancied to be 
his tormentors, for the agony which he was then 
suffering ; and making in his own bad heart a com- 
pact with the evil spirit to do some hellish deed at 
a future time, he invoked its aid now, to enable him 
to conceal his hatred against those he, at that 
moment doomed as victims. 

He stood in the presence of men who watched him 
too well to permit him to perceive they suspected he 
entertained any evil designs against them. 

The old man, by a violent effort, mastered the 
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expression of his feelings, and turning to the Turk, 
he said : — 

“ You ask me, good Selim, how I know the story 
I told you to be true ? Well, I can answer you. I 
can at once produce a witness to corroborate it.” 

“ At once produce a witness to corroborate your 
story about a convoy, and Araca, and an army 
marching to the relief of Antioch! Fine, old, 
intelligent man, you are pleased to be jocose, and to 
speak in riddles. Who is your witness*? Let us see 
him, talk with him, interrogate him, hear his voice. 
Be so good as to mention his name,” observed the 
Greek. 

“ I do so willingly ; had I a mirror I would let 
you look at him, for my witness is Alexander of Con- 
stantinople,” said the old man. 

u 1 , and your witness ! I, that you have sum- 
moned here to listen to your Araca tale, a witness to 
the truth !” cried Alexander, in amazement, and no 
longer speaking in his usual jibing tone. 

“ Yes, you, even you, if it be true, as I suppose, 
that you have come from the quarters of Bohemond, 
and that you have been in the Benedictines’ tent at 
any time this day,” said the old beggar. 

-“I have come,” stated the Greek, u direct from 
the Benedictines’ tent. I was speaking to the most 
celebrated leech in the Crusaders’ army, Father 
Francis, at the moment that I heard the preconcerted 
signal from your messenger that you wished to see 
me here ; and stating this, I am bound to say, 
nothing occurred, in my presence within my hearing, 
or has come to my knowledge — and it is my main 
occupation to pick up information whereever I can 
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find it— and yet, I repeat, there was not one single 
incident to give the slightest corroboration to your 
story.”' 

“ What !” said the old man, “ was there not in the 
Benedictine’s tent a captive prisoner shot through 
both cheeks this morning?” 

“ Not one,” replied the Greek. 

“ Could there have been without your knowledge ?” 
asked the beggar. 

“ Most assuredly not,” replied the Greek. “ I 
was in the tent yesterday speaking to the sick. I 
know the names of every man of them, and so does 
my master, the emperor, by this time. I take care 
to apprise him of the daily increasing weakeness in 
the Crusaders’ camp. I was in the tent this morn- 
ing, even as I now left the encampment, and I know 
there has been no additional patient received there 
up to the time I passed beyond the entrenchments.” 

“ This is strange ! very strange ! it is almost 
marvellous !” said the old man, confounded by the 
information now given to him. “ Is it possible that 
you, being so long with Father Francis, the Bene- 
dictine, this morning, did not hear from him one 
word about a captive sent to his especial care from 
the outposts.” 

“Not one single word ; all I heard Father Francis 
say about a newly-wounded person at all to-day had 
reference to some female who had been wounded in a 
strange manner, and who was either one of the 
attendants, or in the care of the attendants of the 
Princess Gunhilda, the wife of Duke Baldwin of 
Boulogne. As the story had reference to a female, 
I did not, I must own, pay any attention to it.” 
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“ Strange, and still more strange,” remarked the 
old man. “ Do those Christians practise magic, and 
yet pretend to execrate it ? Perchance so, for they 
are hypocrites in everything. They declaim against 
avarice, and yet hoard money ; they extol mercy and 
decapitate prisoners ; they laud abstinence in the 
midst of rich feasts, and denounce drunkenness, 
whilst they are swilling wine. Judge of them by their 
words, and they are all saints ; estimate them by their 
deeds, and they are on a level with demons. But, 
pardon me, Alexander, if I ask you another question. 
Did you not hear in the tent of the Benedictines, or 
from Father Francis himself, anything of an especial 
message sent to him from Guy of Mascon? ,, 

“ Guy of Mascon? Guy of Mascon?” repeated 
the Greek. “ I never even heard the name before.” 
“ Would that I could say the same,” said the old 
man in a voice trembling with emotion, and showing 
that there was still one tender fibre in that heart that 
had become old and withered in iniquity. “ Alas ! 
that I too never had heard that name, then I should 

never have seen But no matter, it is past, Tie still 

lives, but lives to have suffered, and shall so continue 

until Pardon me, I forgot what I wished to speak 

about ; there is some strange mistake here.” 

“ There is a mistake,” remarked Selim, “a great 
mistake, and it is yours.” 

“ Mine !” said the old man. 

“ Yes, yours ; and I think I can explain to you 
how it happened. I have come,” continued Selim, 
“ as lately from the beleaguered city of Antioch as 
Alexander from the camp of the besiegers. I know 
that from Araca there is neither an army expected 
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nor a store of provisions looked for ; but secret intel- 
ligence has reached the governor of Antioch that new 
allies for the Crusaders’ camp are on their march 
from Constantinople to Antioch ; that these allies are 
conveying with them an abundant store of provisions; 
that the convoy is protected by not less than fifteen 
hundred horsemen, the very flower of the chivalry of 
Denmark, and that all are under the command of the 
Danish Prince Swein, the heir to the throne, and his 
betrothed bride, the beauteous Burgundian princess, 
the only daughter of Eudes, the first of that name 
who has reigned as supreme prince over the rich 
cities and fertile fields of the wide-spread provinces 
of Burgundy. According to the last intelligence 
received of them they were making their way through 
the narrow defiles of Cappadocia.” 

“ So far upon their way as that” said the old man/ 
“Why are they not long since annihilated? Oh! 
for the vigour and the strength of youth, that I might 
equip me as a knight, and in the midst of her fifteen 
hundred lances transpierce — because it would be the 
greater agony to her to behold the sight — first Swein, 
and then the fair Florine herself, and that, a9 she 
expired, she might hear the death-knell of her foul 
race ringing in her ears, arfd expressed in the single 
word — vengeance .” 

“And even if you were still twenty-five years 
younger than you are,” said Selim, “I would pray 
of you to pause, and not lay one hostile finger upon 
Swein, for he is my destined victim. Whilst he was 
still a boy, and serving as one of the northmen 
princes in the Varangian guard at Constantinople, he 
laid his impious hand upon the sacred person of our 

7 * 
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chief, Hassan, the son of Sabbak, then a visitor at 
the court of the Greek Emperor, denounced him, who 
in holiness is next to Mahomet, as an imposter ; and 
in the presence of emperor, nobles, foreigners, and 
Greeks, struck him, our lord, our Seidouna , to the 
earth ! That blow has to be avenged. I am but a 
fedai , that is, a devoted follower of the Cheik Aljelal 
or old man of the mountain . In my hand has been 
placed the knife to slay him. I am but one amongst 
ten fedais destined to perform the same task. If he 
come here I am to do it, or from hence to follow him 
until it is done. And happy, thrice happy, shall I be 
if I lose my life in executing my task, for then is 
there at once opened to me, and for ever, a paradise 
such as pale-faced Christianity has never dreamed of ; 
then shall my senses for ever rejoice in celestial bliss ; 
then shall I traverse the seventy thousand meadows 
of saffron, with as many abodes of pearl, and as many 
palaces of topaz, with golden saloons, and silver 
tables, and exquisite dishes, and purple pavilions, and 
domes of amber, and streams of milk and honey, 
and ” 

“ No wine,” remarked the sneering Greek. 

“ I ask pardon — your pardon, especially, Alexan- 
der, for you believe in ndthing,” replied the usually 
placid-seeming Selim, “ I was but explaining why it 
w T as that if the old man had the Prince of Denmark 
within reach of a lance, as he was but this moment 
wishing, I would ask of him to arrest his hand in 
order that the fatal blow might be struck by me.” 

“ I care not for Swein,” replied the old man. 
“ Neither he nor his have ever done wrong to me or 
mine; but it is not so with the Princess Florine. 
Against her, especially, is my enmity directed.” 
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“ I care not for either,” remarked the Greek. “ All 
I desire is the death of both, and with them the death 
of every interloping Crusader who has come hither 
to interfere with the dominion, or diminish the author- 
ity, or lessen the respect due to my lawful sovereign, 
the Greek Emperor. This is what I wish both to 
attend to. If Selim gains that which he calls para- 
dise by the knife, and you win revenge in blood, you 
will attain the object of your desires, whilst it is my 
wish to help you both, because in so doing I render a 
service to the emperor who employs me, and the em- 
peror in return bestows upon me the means whereby 
I may enjoy all those pleasures in which I take most 
delight. That the old man has mistaken the message 
6i the spy — if there was a spy — I entertain no 
doubt ; but still, as in the midst of that very dis- 
jointed and highly improbable story there may be a 
particle of truth, which the governor of Antioch may 
track out, I think there can be no harm in men- 
tioning it.” 

“ Well, well, perhaps I may allude to it,” replied 
Selim. 

“ Perhaps you may !” said the old man, his passions 
becoming again excited. “ Perhaps you may , for- 
sooth ! Conceal it from the governor of Antioch, if 
you dare.” 

“ Dare !” sneeringly remarked Selim. “ Dare ! to 
a man who counts his own life of less value than that 
of the meanest reptile that crawls the earth ; dare ! 
to one who has no other thought before his eyes but 
how soon his spirit may, first bathed in the blood of 
a victim, be permitted to range through the seventy 
thousand saffron fields, and the abodes of mother of 
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pearl, and the palaces of topaz, and golden saloons, 
and purple pavilions, and streams of milk and honey, 
and-r— ’ " 

“ No wine/* chimed in 4 the Greek. “ What two 
madmen are there here ? The one is mad about a 
fairy dream, the other is mad about revenge, 
whilst ” 

“ You are yourself,” remarked the old man, “more 
mad than either, for you are mad with sensuality. 
Your idol is yourself, and your senses the foul instru- 
ments whereby 'you worship the foulest of images. 
But you are jovial withal. I must contrive some 
dainty dish to please so delicate and so nice an 
appetite.” 

“ Thanks ! thanks ! honest, good old man,” said 
the laughing Greek. “ But remember for the future, 
when trying to act the spy, you are able to hear dis- 
tinctly what is- ” 

A loud rolling noise, like that of thunder, rushed 
suddenly across the entrance of the cavern, and then 
breaking off as suddenly, a few harsh, hollow noises 
were heard, and all remained quiescent. 

“ A stone has been cast from the top of the ravine 
to the bottom, to make us aware,” observed the old 
man, “ that the presence of some one here is required 
in the hamlet ; let us all, then, depart. On, on, both 
of you; I shall follow quickly as possible;” and the 
old man muttered between his teeth, as he hobbled 
after them, “ and as soon as possible, too, I shall 
make you both feel the bitter consequences of your 
jibes and sneers, and the manner in which you have 
sought to deprive me of the gain that should be 
bestowed upon me for the valuable intelligence I this 
day procured for the besieged of Antioch.” 
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So hastened the old man after his two companions: 
Such were his thoughts of them, and such his hostile 
intentions towards them. 

Once the path upwards through the cavern was 
pointed out to them, both hastened on their way ; but 
as they dI3 so, they cast not one glance on the rich 
and valuable articles that were scattered around them. 
If there was a common thought, or a settled design 
between them, it was as little expressed in words as 
in looks. It was not until both were in profound 
obscurity, and that they could, in the narrow, dark 
path in which they were, neither see the other, that 
their hands met, and a strong, hard, cordial, mutual 
pressure passed between them. 

Was this suspicious action noticed by the old man ? 
They believed, and hoped, and would have been per- 
fectly certain it could not have attracted his attention ; 
but that at the moment that they shook hands, there 
was heard, on a sudden, the old man's short, dry 
cough. 

He made no remark. They said not a word to 
him, and when the three emerged into the open air, 
there was the same silence between the three, as 
strict, and it might be even termed, as morose, as 
that which had already been remarked upon by the 
old man, when Turk and Greek were alone, and he, 
from their silence, suspected there was some important 
plot in hand either directed against himself, or from 
which it was determined he should be excluded. 

A wrong or an offence was (as he supposed) in 
contemplation, and for either the real or the imagined 
injury he was preparing the means of defending 
himself, or of exacting a bitter and complete revenge. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE FIRST CRUSADERS. 

“ How feelest thou, now, my child ? Better, I hope ; 
not suffering pain. What ! tears ! thy young lips 
fastened with kisses to my weak, sinful hand. For 
shame ! my sweet girl ; speak, let me, I entreat thee, 
hear thee speak/* 

“Then, if I must speak, it will he nought but 
thanks — thanks to Heaven — thanks to you, noble 
princess, for to you I am indebted for life, and that 
which is dearer to me than life/* 

Such was the conversation that passed between two 
females, the one apparently in the first bloom of 
maiden womanhood, and the other a matron seemingly 
of queen-like rank or royal birth, for on her forehead, 
and binding her rich, abundant yellow hair, was a 
circlet of gold encrusted with gems, and her long 
robe of purple velvet, which descended from her neck 
to her ankles, was confined at the waist by a girdle 
of gold, which dazzled the sight by the number and 
brilliancy of diamonds and other precious stones that 
covered it. The snow white, thin hand of the matron 
was clasped within the small, dark-coloured, and 
crimson tipped fingers of the maiden, who, as she lay 
upon a couch, raised from time to time her full, large, 
black eyes, and finely chiselled features, beaming 
with love and reverence towards the lady who sat by 
her side, and watched her with a care which might be 
truly designated maternal. 
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*‘Yes," continued the maiden, whose cheeks, and 
hair, and head were confined by snow white bandages, 
making her dark complexion look still more dark, on 
account ’of the contrast, whilst they, at the same 
time, set forth the delicate texture of the skin, and 
the striking beauty of her features. “ Yes, to you, 
lady, I owe more than life, for you have preserved 
me from the contamination of a camp. I should have 
died of shame had the secret of my disguise been 
discovered by low and brutal soldiers." 

“Say not so, my dearest child," observed the 
matron. “ It was thy misfortune to be wounded and 
made a captive ; but with these sad events the worst 
fate that could happen had overtaken thee. There 
is, 1 hope, not a single soldier in this camp, the 
meanest, humblest, lowest, poorest man amongst 
them — there is not one of all those thousands who does 
not ever bear in mind that he left his home, however 
poor or however rich that home might be, with none 
other than a religious motive — to honour God, to 
honour the Son of God, to honour the Mother of 
God : to honour God by sacrificing all the world holds 
dear to Him who is the Creator of us all ; to honour 
the Son of God, by rescuing the places of His nativity 
and 'His death from thd hands of infidels ; and to 
honour the Mother of God, by practising in such an 
expedition all those virtues which are most dear to 
her, and for which she was conspicuous in the sight 
of Heaven and of earth — her humility, her purity, 
and spotless life that knew not even the stain of sin. 
Ah ! no^ my dear child, think not that thou owest 
any special debt of gratitude to me. The brave men 
who fight the battle of the cross in the field would, 
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be assured, treat thee, once knowing thee to be what 
thou art, a young and innocent maiden, as tenderly, 
as kindly, and as lovingly as the women of the Cru- 
saders’ camp, amongst whom thou hast been placed 
by the special desire of the holy Adelmar, Bishop of 
Puy.” 

“ And who is Adelmar, Bishop of Puy, and how 
came he to take such parental care of a poor wounded 
stranger that he could not possibly have ever known, 
or seen, or heard of previously?” asked the maiden. 

“ Thou hast stated, my child,” replied the matron, 
“ thy claim upon the time, the heart, the labours, and 
all the wealth at the command of Adelmar. Thou 
hadst stronger claims upon him than if thou hadst 
been the daughter of an emperor, and possessed 
kingdoms as thy dowry” 

“ Indeed !” exclaimed the maiden, somewhat puz- 
zled by the words thus addressed to her.” “ I 
beseech, you lady, to make me comprehend what 
were my claims on a man of whom I have never 
known the name nor title until now.”* 

“ You were,” said the ^atron, “ wounded, a captive, 
a stranger, friendless, helpless; and because you 
were these, and, in addition to these, apparently an 
unbeliever, that it was the* duty of Adelmar to see 
you cared for, tended, nurtured, provided with every r 
thing of which you stand in need, because Adelmar 
is a Christian bishop, and he is bound not only to 
preach that which Christianity commands, but 
himself to practise what he teaches. He met you, 
whilst you were lying senseless in the arms of a young 
Irish soldier, who was bearing you to the tent of the 
Benedictines, where the wounded are attended to. 
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The Bishop of Puy, who is not unskilled in the healing 
art, had you therefore laid first on a couch in his own 
tent, in order that he might the sooner staunch the 
wounds you had received. In so caring for you, he 
perceived that your most fitting place for repose and 
perfect cure was in that portion of the encampment 
which is peculiarly assigned as the quarter for females, 
and as those quarters are under the especial care of 
Gunhilda of England, the wife of Baldwin, Duke of 
Boulogne, he sent you, my child, to her who now 
addresses you.” 

“Noble, generous lady,” exclaimed the maiden, 
again bursting into tears, and-again kissing the hand 
of her hostess, “ a mother could not have watched 
over me with such tender, unceasing love, as you have 
done; and” — here the maiden paused for a few 
moments as if lost in deep thought — u and so to act 
towards a stranger — so to sustain the helpless — so to 
treat with love one who presents herself before yon 
as an enemy, is — Christianity!!! Yea, it must be 
so, or why does a minister of the Christian creed not 
only preach, but act on such maxims ?” 

“ Yes, my child,” observed Gunhilda, “ this is not 
only Christianity, but these are the very words of the 
Divine Founder of our faith: ‘Love your enemies; 
do good to them that hate you; and pray for them 
that persecute and calumniate you/ ” 

“ If such,” said the maiden, “ be the precepts and 
the practice of the Christians, I pray you, lady, to 
explain to me how it is that Crusaders are in these 
lands at this moment ! How comes it that there are 
now thousands of men in arms besieging towns, 
destroying our forces, doing wrong to those who 
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have never done them wrong, and all this in order 
that they may take the city of Jerusalem — the Holy 
City — as they call it, from its rightful owners ?” 

“My child,” replied Gunhilda, “those who now 
hold Jerusalem as if it was their own are not its 
rightful owners — they won it by the sword, they 
hold it by the sword, and by the sword shall it be 
taken from them. The Crusaders have laid seige to 
no city that was not at one time occupied by Chris- 
tians ; and the men who have held those cities, or 
who now hold them, are persons who either have 
barbarously exterminated the Christian inhabitants, 
or, who, with equal barbarity, now hold them in a 
state of degradation, of bondage — nay, of absolute 
slavery. Whatever towns have, up to this time, been 
captured by the Crusaders, and that their victories 
have been followed by cruelties practised upon the 
foreigners, the Turks — by whom they were garrisoned 
-r-you will find such cruelties have been perpetrated 
by those who had suffered from the oppression of the 
Turks, and who had been so brutalised by a merciless 
domination over them, that they have themselves at 
last become nought more than Christians in nann. 
Look at Antioch, whose walls are now besej by 
Christians. Are you not aware that there are 
Christians at this moment within its walls?” 

“ I am,” replied the maiden ; “ and I have heard 
my father more than once remark that the Christians 
in Antioch were treated with barbarous inhumanity 
by his associates in command of the city.” 

“ And yet,” continued the English matron, “ the 
Christians of Antioch are its ancient inhabitants. 
To them rightfully it belong, and in their hands 
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should be the government of that city, where the 
Christian name was first proclaimed by him who- was 
appointed Christ’s vicegerent on earth, and by whose 
rightful and lawful successors in the chair of St. 
Peter have been summoned together the warriors of 
Christendom to come to these lands, and thereby to 
put an end to the deeds of barbarous inhumanity that 
are practised upon the Christians who dwell in these 
lands, as well as upon all Christians, who, animated 
with a feeling of piety, travel from Europe to Jeru- 
salem to behold the place where He, whom they 
believe to be their Creator, their God, and their 
Savour, suffered death to win heaven for them and 
for all mankind. As a Christian, I am exhorted to 
submit patiently to a wrong done to myself ; but as a 
Christian, I am bound to prevent wrong being done 
to another ; and above all things, as a Christian, it 
is my duty, even at the loss of my own life, to 
rescue religion from oppression, because, in so 
doing, I labour to secure to others, to countless 
generations of others, the means of obtaining their 
salvation.’' 

“ Generous lady,” said the maiden, “ you have 
acted with such tender humanity towards me, that I 
am disposed to place the most implicit faith in every- 
thing you say. I have reasons, also, which I shall 
explain to you hereafter, for asking how it was that 
he, who is I suppose the living prophet of the Chris- 
tians — he; whose predecessor was at Antioch ” 

“ Thou must mean, my child, the Pope, I sup- 
pose,” interrupted Gunhilda. 

“ Yes — I suppose so — him whom you called 
Christ’s vicegerent on earth,” said the maiden. U I 
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should wish to know who he is, what large kingdoms 
are swayed by his sceptre, what mighty armies he 
can command, what great fleets he owns, what count- 
leas heaps of gold he possesses ; oh, tell me all about 
such a potentate, who has been able to induce such 
numbers of men to quit their homes, and to expose 
themselves to all the toils of travel, all the perils of 
the sea, all the afflictions of pestilence, and all the 
dangers of war, merely to fulfil a wish of his, by 
which it is plain he never can be a gainer — by which 
he risks so much that must be precious in his sight, 
to obtain that which can neither make him a richer, 
mightier, nor a happier prince. I entreat of you to 
explain all this to me; for my weak reason can 
afford no satisfactory solution to such a mystery. 

“ My child,” replied Gunhilda, “the Pope is no 
mighty prince of this world — he has no large armies, 
no great fleets at his command, and no treasures in 
his possession. The most illustrious of our Popes, 
in urging on such an expedition as European Christen- 
dom is now engaged in, died in exile. The first of 
our Popes to point the road to Jerusalem was a great 
scholar — Sylvester the Second ; the next who called 
upon European Christendon to aid the suffering 
Christians in Syria, was Gregory VII., and the most 
distinguished of his pupils is the reigning pontiff, 
Urban II. From this pontiff has emanated the 
Crusade. It originated at a Council, held in the 
year 1095, at Auvergne, and at a celebrated 
city, named Clermont. Over that Council Pope 
Urban II., with his cardinals and bishops, pre- 
sided; and it was attended by the bishops of 
France and Germany, as well as the princes of those 


Digitized by v^oogle 



THE FIRST CRUSADERS. 


89 


and other towns. When the affairs of the Church 
had been regulated, there was a great popular 
assembly held in the open air, for no house or public 
building could contain the multitude that were 
assembled. To that assembly the Pope addressed 
Himself in words which I can now recite to you 
as exactly as they fell from his lips. Here it is.” 
With these words the Lady Gunhilda opened a 
small, richly chasecUcasket, and took from it a parch- 
ment roll, on the head of which were painted, in 
gorgeous letters of purple and gold, the following 
words : — 

“ The Allocution of our Holy Father the Pope at 
Clermont , in Auvergne , as taken down and 
transcribed by me , Robert , an unworthy Brother 
of the Benedictine Order of the Monastery of St. 
Remy. 

u i People of France, people from beyond the 
mountains, people — yea, a chosen and elect people — 
people beloved of God ; for such you have approved 
yourselves by your many good works, and such you 
are seen to bo in the climate you enjoy, and in the 
fertility of the soil on which you dwell, and such you 
have demonstrated yourselves to be by the purity of 
your Catholic Faith, and by your devotion to our 
Holy Mother the Churoh ; — to you, then — to such a 
people is our discourse addressed, and for you is our 
exhortation especially intended ; for we wish you to 
know what is the sad cause that has brought us here 
in the midst of you ; and why it is that which is our 
grief, and soon to be yours, should also be regarded 
and felt a$ the common grief of all the faithful. 

8 * 
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“ 1 From the boundaries of Jerusalem, and from 
the city of Constantinople, sad tidings have reached 
us, not once or twice, but many times and oft, and 
all to the same purport, namely, that a nation of the 
kingdom of the Persians, an accursed nation, a nation 
foreign to the soil, a nation as foreign to the soil as 
they are alienated from God ; a generation whose 
heart is not moved by the spirit of God, which neither 
guides itself by His commands, nor places* faith in 
His words; such is the nation, such the perverse 
generation that has invaded the lands of the 
Christians ; despoiled, wasted with fire and sword* 
the possessions of the Christians, seized upon the 
Christians themsel ves, and making slaves of some, has 
carried them away from their native land ; others it 
has cruelly murdered ; whilst as to the churches de- 
voted to the worship of our Lord, it has first profaned, 
and then utterly destroyed them, or not outraging, it 
has retained and desecrated those churches, by appro- 
priating them to the use of its own false religion. 
The sanctuaries of our churches have been defiled by 
abominations, Christians have been mutilated, and 
the blood of the mutilated has been used to sprinkle 
our altars, or it has been mingled with the holy 
water in baptismal fonts* Nay, more, this the bar- 
barians have done with some of the Christians upon 
whom it was their desire to inflict a peculiarly painful 
and dishonouring death — they have cut a small hole in 
their stomachs, through that hole taken one end of the 
entrails, fastened that end to a stake, and then flagel- 
lating their victims, have forced them to crawl around 
the stake, until at last the entrails being entirely 
extracted, the wretched sufferer has fallen dead upon 
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the earth before them. Others they have tied neck 
and neck together, and then with one blow of th£ 
sword decapitated two Christians together. But 
what shall I say as to their nefarous treatment of 
females? Alas! I must not speak of it; for there 
are some sins so atrocious, that it is wiser and safer 
to be silent respecting them, than to dilate upon 
them. 

“‘As to the imperial kingdom of the Greeks, it 
is so mutilated, so weakened, so harassed by them, 
so completely rendered subservient to their base 
uses, that there is no part of it in which a Christian 
can travel for two days in safety. 

“‘Upon whom, then, is it incumbent to avenge 
such wrongs done to Christians, and to rescue the 
sufferers from afflictions such as these ? By whom 
should such an enterprise be undertaken, and by 
whom should such a labour be performed, but by 
you — by you upon whom the Lord has been pleased 
to bestow, beyond all other nations of the earth, a 
warlike renown, greatness in courage, strength and 
agility of body, valour to win victories, and the 
indomitable determination to subdue, to humiliate, 
nay, utterly to prostrate, all who have the audacity 
to resist you. 

“‘Arouse you, then, warriors, and be the incite- 
ment to your valiant hearts to action, the recollec- 
tion of the achievements of your ancestors, the 
virtue and the magnanimity of the knightly Charle* 
magile, of his pious son Louis, and of your other 
great sovereigns, who have before now destroyed the 
principalities of the Turks, and even in the midst of 
them extended the boundaries of our Holy Church. 
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Bat beyond all other things, be your hearts stirred 
•with the thought of our Lord’s Holy Sepulchre, 
which is at present in the hands of foul Gentiles, and 
of the Holy Places that they now dishonour by their 
presence, and that with abominable sins they pur- 
posely defile. 

“‘Oh! ye most valorous knights, the sons of 
invincible warriors, think upon the glorious deeds of 
your progenitors, and shrink from demonstrating to 
the world that you are degenerate and unworthy of 
them. 

“ ‘ Should a tender, longing love for children, wives, 
or parents seek to detain you from the enterprise 
now proposed to you, oh ! remember that which our 
Lord Himself has said in the Gospel : — “ He who 
loveth father and mother more than Me, is not 
worthy of Me. Amen, I say to you; there is no 
man that hath left house, or parents, or brethen, or 
wife, or children, for the kingdom of God’s sake, 
who shall not receive much more in this present 
time, and in the world to come life everlasting.” 

“ ‘ Let not, then, the thought of earthly property 
retard you ; and let no anxiety as to your domestic 
concerns be an impediment to you ; for is not this 
the fact, as regards the condition of the country in 
which you live — that bounded by the sea on one side, 
and shut up by steep mountains on the other, you 
are embarrassed by the numbers of your population, 
and the deficiency of the means to sustain them, so 
that food is often wanted and cannot be supplied to 
those who cultivate the earth, and through whose 
labours it is rendered fertile — and is not the constant 
result following from such a state of things, that you 


Digitized by v^oogle 



THE FIRST CRUSADERS. 


93 


annoy and afflict one another, engage in strifes, and 
not unfrequently come to blows. 

“ 6 What then, is it that I ask you to do ? Let 
your quarrels cease, be your disputes at an end, your 
wars against each other be changed to mutual charity, 
and every cause for dissension removed from amongst 
you. 

“ 6 Commence your march for the Holy Sepulchre ; 
take the Holy Land from a nefarious race, and 
make it subject to yourselves. The Holy Land is 
the self-same land which was given by God Himself to 
the children of Israel ; and it is as the Scripture tells 
us, “a land flowing with milk and honey.” Jerusa- 
lem is the very navel of the earth, a soil beyond all 
others frugiferous, and it may be termed another 
paradise of delights. It is the land which the Re- 
deemer of the human race has illuminated by His 
coming, adorned by his conversation, consecrated by 
His passion, redeemed by His death, and distin- 
guished by His burial. There, then, is the royal 
city placed in the very centre of the earth, now held 
as a captive, and rendered subservient to those who 
know not, and will not know the ways of God. It 
longs, it pines, it sighs, it never ceases to pray 
that you may come to its aid, and liberate it from 
the bondage it endures. From you — from you 
beyond all others, it requires aid ; because upon 
you, beyond all other nations, God has been pleased 
to bestow the greatest renown for warlike achieve- 
ments. Hasten, then, on your march to Jerusalem : • 

do so for the remission of your sins, and in order 
that you may win for yourselves imperishable glory 
in heaven/ 
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“ And now Pope Urban, in a gracious allocution, 
having spoken these words, and others to the flame 
effect, he did so deeply move the feelings of those 
present, that all were affected in the same manner, 
and all, as in one voice, cried out : — Deus vult , Deus 
vult — God wills it, God wills it. 

“ Which words, when they were heard by the ever- 
venerable Koman pontiff, he raised his eyes to 
heaven, gave thanks to God, and motioned with his 
hand to the multitude that he desired silence to be 
restored, he then continued his address to them in 
the words following : — 

“ i Dearest brethren, this day has been manifested 
in you, and by you, that which our Lord says in the 
Gospel : “ Where two or three are gathered together 
in My Name, there shall I be in the midst of them.” 
Unless the Lord God Himself had inspired you with 
this thought, the same words would not be simultane- 
ously expressed by you. Although your multitudin- 
ous voices have syllabled the same words, yet for the 
words themselves there is but one origin ; and, there- 
fore, I say to you, that it is God who has inspired 
into your hearts the words which your lips have 
pronounced. Be then these self-same words your 
war-cry in every battle, because they are words 
that come from God Himself. When, then, you see 
your enemies drawn up in hostile array against you, 
be this your signal, and as you advance to the 
charge, let the self-same words be in the mouth of 
every warrior ; let there ring from rank to rank, and 
from man to man, the same vociferous cry : — Grod 
wills it ! 

“ 6 We neither command nor encourage the old, 
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the imbecile, or those unable to bear arms, to under- 
take this enterprise, much less women without their 
husbands, or brothers, or others their lawful protec- 
tors and guardians, because all such persons are 
more an impediment than an assistance, far more a 
loss than a gain in such an enterprise. Let those 
who have wealth help the poor, and equip out of 
their own means those able to bear arms, and place 
such under their command. To priests, and those 
in minor orders, whether they are regular or secular, 
it is not permitted to take this journey without the 
permission of their respective bishops; for useless, 
indeed, would be to them such a journey, if it were 
an unlicensed undertaking. 

44 4 % As regards laymen, no layman is to proceed on 
the pilgrimage without the blessing of his priest. 

44 4 Whosoever, then, shall resolve upon this holy 
pilgrimage, and having so resolved, shall devote him- 
self to God, as a living, holy and pleasing victim, 
-let him denote that intention by bearing on his front 
or breast, a figure of our Lord’s cross, and he who 
is competent to make such a vow, and has com- 
menced its performance, let him place the same sign 
on his back between the shoulders. And by this 
double operation men will literally comply with the 
precept of our Lord, and do that which He himself 
commanded, when He said : — 

44 4 And whosoever doth not carry his cross 9 and 
come after me 9 cannot he my disciple .’ 

44 No mighty earthly monarch,” continued Gun- 
hilda, when she had read the preceding discourse for 
the youthful invalid, 44 delivered this oration. These 
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are the very words as they were uttered by a priest — 
the bishop of bishops — who presides over the spiritual 
dominion of the earth, but so destitute of armies, of 
fleets, and of treasures, that he has not been able to 
maintain himself in Rome, the capital of the patri- 
mony of St. Peter, against the emissaries of a wicked 
man and bad prince, Henry IV., Emperor of Ger- 
many. He appealed to Christians against the cruel- 
ties practised upon Christians in that very city in 
which Christ himself had lived, and preached, and 
died. And what was the instantaneous result of this 
discourse ? I shall quote for you the following senten- 
ces from the written statement of Robert the monk, 
who witnessed what he has narrated. 

“ ‘ No sooner had the Pope concluded his discourse 
than one of the cardinals, by name Gregory, prostrated 
himself before all who were present, and in the name 
of all made a general confession, and all, like him, 
struck their breast with compunction when they de- 
clared their past iniquities, and all, with him, prayed 
for absolution from their sins; and absolution being 
bestowed upon them, and the Papal benediction im- 
parted to them, then was permission given to each 
and all to return to their respective homes. And now, 
in order that it might be made apparent to universal 
Christendom, that this expedition was not the work 
of man, but of God, this fact soon came to be notori- 
ous (and of its perfect accuracy I am myself, after 
diligent investigation, a witness), viz., that on the 
very self-same day on which all those things were 
said and done at Clermont, in’ Auverge, the fame of 
them was like a herald, or a messenger of such a 
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mighty achievement conveyed to all parts of the earth, 
shaking men’s hearts with the tidings, as if they were 
an earthquake ; at once it was known to all the mari- 
time islands of the ocean that the crusade to Jerusalem 
had been resolved upon in this Council ; tidings they 
were, in sooth, that imparted a glorious exultation to 
the Christians, but to the infidel Persians, and dwellers 
in Arabia, grief and consternation. Such tidings in- 
spired the former with magnanimity, but as regards 
the latter, filled them with fear and terror. No hu- 
man agency could, as if with one breath, so fill all 
parts of the world : the Spirit of God can do that 
which to man is impracticable. 

44 4 Upon the following day Pope Urban convened 
a Synod of the bishops, in order that, aided by their 
counsel, be might determine who should preside over 
the mighty multitude that had now determined on 
proceeding to the Holy Land. With one assent the 
Bishop of Puy was elected to that high office, because 
of his great knowledge, his admirable life and actions, 
and of his wondrous science in spiritual and temporal 
affairs. 

44 4 Oh ! what a vast variety of persons of every 
age, and of both sexes, determined, in consequence of 
that Counsel, to abandon home, office, and country, 
to take up the cross and to proceed on the road to the 
holy sepulchre.’ 

44 And here,” continued Gunhilda, 44 let me remark 
to you, so far from this vast multitude being moved 
by the command of any earthly king, that those who 
are the great monarchs of Europe are indifferent or 
are hostile, alike to this sacred enterprise and to our 
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Holy Father, the Pope, with whom it has originated. 
The King of England, that foul tyrant and despoiler 
of the Church, William Rufus, is alone remarkable 
for his wickedness and his cruelty ; the Emperor of 
Germany is Henry IV., the great enemy to the 
Popedom, a tyrant himself, and the supporter of 
schismatical rebels against the Pope ; and as regards 
the King of France, he is at this moment under the 
ban of excommunication by the Pope, because he has 
transgressed the laws of the Church, and violated the 
sacrament of marriage. Such are our potentates of 
Europe, and they are opposed to the Pontiff and this 
crusade, whilst they have left the sacred task of taking 
up the cross to the poor and the humble, the poor in 
woridly wealth # and the humble of heart; and the 
leaders of this enterprise are gallant soldiers without 
land, or poor knights who have sold their land to 
equip themselves, arm their followers, and defray the 
expenses of the war; or they are wealthy nobles and 
pious princes, who have abandoned all the pleasures 
of this life in order that they may expose themselves 
to sickness, suffering, and eyen death, in the hope of 
rescuing their fellow-Christians from persecution, and 
giving to Jerusalem a Christian liberator. Even from 
the very couch where thou now reposest, I have but 
to lose a fold of this tent, and I can point out to thee 
the quarters of the leaders of our army.” 

“ I pray you, lady, to let me look at them, though 
it be but for a moment,” said the maiden, in a qui- 
vering tone of voice, which showed how deeply she 
was affected by the observations of the Princess 
Gunhilda. 

“ There, my child,” observed the matron, unfolding 
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a roll of the tent, and drawing a portion of it back 
so as to make a species of curtain behind the wounded 
maiden, who now gazed forth with all the eager 
curiosity of a child; “there,” said Gunhilda, pointing 
to* the outermost group of tents, the most distant 
from herself, and the nearest to the besieged city of 
Antioch, “ there are the tents and banner of the 
illustrious Tancred, Prince of Tarentum, and in the 
same division Roger of Burnavilla, and Adam, the 
son of Michael, with their followers. Their main 
duty is to watch and prevent any provisions being 
conveyed into the beleaguered city. There where 
thou perceivest the hill begins to slope into the plain, 
is stationed Bohemond, with his valiant band of war- 
rior. Next to his are the tents of the valiant 
Baldwin. Directly in front of us are the tents and 
soldiers of Robert, Duke of Normandy, and Robert 
of Flanders, and to both in common the task is espe- 
cially assigned of attacking the walls of Antioch 
Behind these, and again more near to us, but with 
tents and soldiers occupying a far wider extent of 
ground, so as to prevent the possibility of access to 
Antioch, are the men under the command of Stephen 
of Blois, and Hugh the Great, brother of Philip, 
King of France. Such are the forces that Europe 
has sent to the Holy Land, and upon the day that 
this army commenced the siege of the city now before 
us, it was computed that there were on our side, six 
hundred thousand men in arms; and beyond these, 
there were women, and children, and camp-followers, 
not to be counted by hundreds, but thousands. And 
now observe ” 

“Vengeance is mine! there is the person wounded 
by Guy of Mascon.” 
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Such were the words at the same moment heard 
by Gunhilda and the maiden. No sooner did the 
latter perceive that she wad thus indicated than she 
shrunk back fainting on the couch on which she had 
until then been half-reclining, whilst she had leant 
out beyond the side of the tent in order that she 
might the more distinctly note the different portions 
of the wide-spread Christian encampment. 

“ Heaven protect us ! what means this outrage on; 
our privacy ? What man has dared thus stealthily 
to enter the quarters assigned to the women of the 
encampment ?” 

Thus spoke Gunhilda, as she again looked forth 
into the camp. She gazed around on all sides visible 
from where she stood, but there was no appearance 
of any one, not even of a female moving outside her 
tent. She let fall the folds of the curtain, so as 
again to shut out the light and view, and then turning 
to the maiden said : — 

“Knowest thou that coarse, horrid voice, which 
sounded in our ears as hoarsely as a burial bell ?” 

“I never heard its tones before, I am certain,” 
replied the youthful guest. 

“I marvel much who it can be,” said Gunhilda, as 
if communing with her own thoughts. 

“I do hot,” observed the girl.” I suppose it is 
some soldier who had seen me in male attire, whilst 
I was wearing that garb, witnessed my being wounded, 
and who has how recognized me in what is my fitting 
dress, and which I never, but from a sense of filial 
duty, would have for a moment discarded.” 

“But a soldier has no right to intrude upon these 
quarters ; not even Godfrey of Bouillon himself ; no, 
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he would not venture to come within these tents, 
without having first asked for, and obtained permis- 
sion ; and yet of him it has been truly said, so good 
and so exemplary is his piety, that ‘he has been 
remarkable to such a degree for his humility, meek- 
ness, sobriety, justice, and chastity, that he has ever 
seemed to be rather a leader of monks than the com- 
mander of soldiers.’ When, then, the mightiest of 
the great in the Christian camp treats us with such 
reverential respect, how dares any one less than he 
to violate one our ordinances ! What vulgar soldier 
would presume to do this ? Oh, yes, now 1 think 
upon it, there is, there, might be one to do so ; the 
young Irish knight; thou hast told me, showed great 
humanity in his bearing towards thee : could it be he 

ihat, having recognized thee in thy disguise ” 

“ Oh !— no — no — no — a hundred times no to that 
suggestion of yours, lady,” said the maiden, her dark 
pale cheek now reddening with excitement. “ The voice 
of the young Irish soldier was soft and musical, and 
as full of sweet tones as the song of the nightingale ; 
but that harsh, horrid voice that came but now 
croaking in our ears was harsh and ominous, and as 
if reeking with the airs of the grave-yard. Oh ! let 
us think no more of it; there was nothing more 
meant by the words than the rude exclamation of 
some uncouth and ill-nurtured warrior, or brutal 
camp follower. Think of it no more, but talk to me 
of the wonders of Christianity ; talk to me of this, 
the greatest of wonders, the crusade to the Holy 
Land. Oh ! I do so long to know the truth.” 

“ I will speak to thee as thou wishest, my dear 
maiden,” said Gunhilda, returning with her thin, 
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cold, pale hand the pressure of the warm clasping 
fingers which held it. “ I will tell thee that Which 
will surprise thee, perchance, more than all else I 
have yet told thee respecting this crusade. This 
mighty army thou hast now looked upon ; all those 
flags and streamers denoting the resting places of 
knights and squires, and men-at-arms; all those 
variegated-coloured shields, red, and blue, and green, 
and purple, and those high uplifted standards upon 
their golden staffs, with the cross everywhere resplen- 
dent ; all this pomp, and majesty, and magnificence, 
and glory of war now gathered about Antioch — a 
wall of steel, and fire, and valour ; all this has sprung 
up in the midst of you, and has come out from us, in 
consequence of the words of a man so poor, that ho 
has to beg even for a goblet of water ; of a man so 
humble that his parents are not known ; of a man so 
contemptible in appearance, that charity alone would 
seek him out as an object for its benevolence ; and 
yet it is a man so wretched, so forlorn, that has 
brought together a Council of the Church, headed by 
its supreme pontiff, and has conveyed together the 
whole chivalry of Christendom ! This humble, poor 
man is known by no other name than that of Peter 
the Hermit , and he has been listened to, and he has 
performed this miracle, because he is a Christian, 
and appealed to Christians on behalf of Christians.” 

“And this is — is Christianity!” mused the maiden, 
as she listened to the words of the matron. 

“ Yes,” continued Gunhilda, her weak and fragile 
frame forgetting its weakness in her enthusiasm, 
“this is Christianity. To rescue the Holy Sepulchre 
from the hands of unbelievers, the husband has 
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parted from his wife, the children from their parents 
— nay, even lovers betrothed in marriage have post- 
poned the day of their union until Jerusalem be 
liberated. I speak of that which I do know, my 
child. Let me tell thee of an incident which I am 
sure will be pleasing to thee to hear. Three years 
ago my husband and I were visitors at the court of 
the Duke of Burgundy; there were great festivities 
given in honour of the young princess, Florine, who 
had then attained her sixteenth year, and amongst 
these festivities was a grand tournament, at which 
my gentle cousin, Florine, presided as i the queen of 
beauty/ and truly never was the title borne by one 
so worthy to wear it, for hers was the loveliness of 
innocence and girlhood, combined with all that daz- 
zling beauty which makes a woman most resemble an 
angel. Famed as England is for its fair-haired and 
snowy necked women, well known as France is for 
the dark and brilliant eyes of its females, and cele- 
brated as is Spain for the exquisiteness of form and 
gracefulness of movement in its beauties, yet in Flo- 
rine, as in the perfection of feminine loveliness, all 
those attractions are at once combined together. To 
win her smile, and to claim the reward of valour 
from her hand, men entered the lists who had cast 
off their armour for many a year, and to contend 
with them, as with all others, were young knights 
who had never before held lance in hand but in the 
tilting yard. During one entire day the prize was 
contended for, and at last the conqueror was declared 
to be a young knight in dark armour, with a black 
shield without any device, and who, when called upon 
to announce his name and rank, flung himself on his 
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knees before Florine, and declared it to be tbat of 
the prince who had come to the court of Burgundy, 
to claim her hand as Swein, Prince of Denmark! and 
thus was the victor in the tournament made known 
to Florine. and then did she, for the first time, behold 
the gallant warrior to whom, whilst she was still a 
child, she had been betrothed ! A wooing so com- 
menced had no impediments to encounter but those 
which the extreme youth of both parties presented, 
and then it was determined upon that in two years 
from that time the marriage of two such illustrious 
personages should be solemnized in presence of the 
Pope* It was in accordance with that determi- 
nation that Prinee Swein of Denmark, and the 
Princess Florine of Burgundy were at the Council 
of Clermont in Auvergne. Both were present 
when his Holiness spoke the words I have read to 
you ; both were moved by the same divine impulse 
that actuated the multitude, and both feeling a 
stronger love of God than of wordly attachment for 
each other, resolved to take up the cross, and not be 
united in marriage until (if such was the will of God 
as regarded them) they should be permitted to aid 
in, and be present at, the capture of Jerusalem.” 

“ Oh ! what good and holy creatures they must 
be ! Are they now in the Christian encampment ?” 
asked the maiden. 

“ Not yet ; but both are now marching hither at 
the head of a large detachment of Crusaders,” replied 
Gunhilda. 

. “ I could kneel down and kiss the feet of the holy 
maiden Florine,” said Gunhilda’s guest, her dark 
cheek flushing as she spoke. “ Shall it ever be my 
happinsss to look upon her?” 
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T “ Certainly, dear child,” said Gttnhilda, smiling, 

“ you shall, at least, look upon her ” 

“Dead,” croaked a hoarse, hollow voice in the 
ears of both females. 


CHAPTER VII. 

THE RENEGADE. 

In the largest apartment of one of the highest towers 
that flanked the walls of Antioch, and from the narrow 
orifices of which was commanded a view of the 
Christian encampment, there stood a man, cased in 
the thick plate armour which, worn then by the 
Turks alone, was afterwards adopted by the Chris- 
tians, and preferred by them to the chain or scale 
armour in which they had previously been invariably 
arrayed. The thin, grizzled hair of this man showed 
that he had passed the middle period of life ; and the 
dark wrinkles in his high forehead, and upon his 
hollow cheeks, and his sad downcast eye, served to 
prove that anxieties and cares had with him outnum- 
bered his years, and were fast hastening him to his 
grave. The contraction of his brow, the sudden 
twitching of his fingers, as they played unconsciously 
with the belt or hilt of his sword, and the half-muttered 
exclamations that burst occasionally from his lips, as 
he paced up aftd down the room, and then uncon- 
sciously stood still, as unconsciously to renew his 
solitary pace, afforded abundant evidence that within 
that weakened body there was a heart ill at ease, — a 
mind dissatisfied with itself, — a conscience that was 
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not to be hushed, and that would not be" quieted into 
repose. 

The man, as he walked up and down the apartment, 
suddenly stopped ! 

A new object had attracted his attention. 

A fl^sh of light had burst upon the horizon, and 
for a moment his eyes were dazzled with a novel, 
unexpected, and unlooked for brightness. 

What could it be ? 

He looked again— or rather be continued to look 
with a long, unswerving, steady gaze, on what at first 
attracted his attention ; and then he perceived that, 
in the midst of a dark winter’s day, the sun had 
suddenly cloven out for itself a road of light, and its 
glittering rays were now covering, as if with myriads 
of sparkling, dazzling diamonds, a polished golden 
image of the crucified Redeemer, which had been that 
day erected, for the first time, in front of the light 
blue tent and snow white cross that denoted the abode 
and banner^of Adelmar, the Papal Legate and Bishop 
of Puy. 

The man continued to gaze, until the object he so 
looked upon was lost in the blinding tears that, in 
despite of his stubborn heart gushed to his eyes, and 
forced his reluctant memory back to the days of his 
childhood, when a mother told him what that symbol 
meant, and wherefore mortals, when they look upon 
it, should bow their head in reverence, and say — for 
so she had told him — “Sweet Saviour! look with 
pity upon me, a sinner.” 

The man knew that he was alone — alone — quite 
alone ; as much alone as if there were nought else in 
the whole wide world but himself and that glittering 
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golden image of the Godhead, on which he could now 
gaze with no eye to watch him. 

The man felt that he was alone; and so feeling, he 
removed the helmet from his head, and knelt down 
lowly and humbly before that golden image ; and, as 
he did so, the words of childhood came again to his 
lips, and he said : “ Sweet Saviour ! look with pity 
upon me, a sinner;” and, as he spoke aloud the 
words, he wept like a child. 

These strong emotions passed away ; and when he 
again gazed forth upon the plains of Antioch, the 
sunlight had departed, and the golden image could 
with difficulty be distinguished amid the banners, 
ensigns, flags, and crosses, that crowded the distant 
Christian encampment. 

With the sunlight had departed his feelings of 
devotion , but they had not visited the man in vain, 
for they had stirred up remorse from its innermost 
depths ; and compelled him to think of what he was, 
and what he had been. 

He rose heavily and with difficulty from his knees, 
for the agility of youth was no longer in his limbs ; 
and, as he did so, his hand accidentally touched the 
figure of u the crescent” which formed an ornament 
on the front of his helmet. A thrill of horror 
trembled through his frame at the touch. 

“ The crescent on my head ! and that head has 
bowed down before the cross ! Oh miserable ! miser- 
able! A renegade! not true to God nor mammon. 
A double traitor; forsworn on all sides; neither to 
be bound by the^hopes of my youth, nor the promises 
of my manhood. A believer in Christ, a feudatory 
to Mahomet !” 
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Again the man paced np and down the apartment, 
and again he suddenly stopped, to commune with his 
own thoughts : — “ A renegade ! and wherefore a 
renegade ? Of what am 1 a gainer in this life, for the 
loss of my immortal soul, which, as it shall look back, 
after countless ages of misery, upon this brief span 
of life, will make, in hell itself, the worst of all its 
damning punishments, the reflection that for anything 
in so minute, and almost undistinguishable a speck in 
existence, as the mortal life of man, it should have 
been lost — so miserably lost — lost, and for ever ! — for 
ever! 

“ And what have I gained ? Let me count those 
gains, as X am now so near to the dose of my career. 

“Come, man, look to thyself. Thy soul, thy 
immortal soul asks thee for an account. Tell it all thou 
hast gained, and all thou hast enjoyed, and all thou 
hast won and purchased by parting with its immortal 
life. 

“ Mortal — see what thou hast given for immortality* 

“ What was my first gain ? What that for which 
thou didst take away the soul from its God ? Mar- 
riage ! Thou didst win a wife more true to her faith 
than thee to thine, for she would not marry a Chris- 
tian, and to win her thou didst forswear Christianity 
for her sake — no, no— not for her’s, but for thine own 
gratification. 

“And did marriage — so unholy, so accursed a 
marriage — bring thee happiness? Are bickerings, 
reproaches, contempt, and finally a loathing for the 
renegade himself happiness ? 

“ Oh ! the bitter, bitter years of an unhallowed 
marriage, execrable in the sight of the Church. 
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“ Thou wast not true to thy God ; was thy wife 
true to thee ? Thou lost thy soul to win her ; and has 
she abided with thee ? No — thy soul is lost, and she 
is lost. 

“In what, then, art thou a gainer? Tell [to thy 
soul something as a palliation for its perdition. 

“ Thou hast had children — that is, thou hast had 
two more souls to account to God for, along with thine 
own. 

“ What is to he thy answer for the souls of thy 
children ? 

“ Hast thou placed them in the way of salvation* 
or permitted them to pursue the path of perdition ? 

“When thou standest before the judgment seat, 
the murderer of thine own soul, what must be thy 
answer when He shall ask thee for the souls of thy 
children He died on the cross to save ? 

“ Unhappy children ! offspring of a renegade and 
of an unbeliever, how have they been nurtured ? how 
educated ? how taught ? 

“ Where is thy son ? Thou canst not tell. Even 
his boyhood was vicious, and when he fled from home 
it was notorious he believed in nothing — in the 
Saviour ‘or in Mahomet. The son of the renegade^ 
when he was laSt heard of, was a notorious reprobate 
even in the midst of the most audacious reprobates 
of the court and city of Constantinople. 

“ Thou hast in him a child, but not a son ; one to 
claim affinity to thee in blood, but to add by his crimes 
still greater infamy to the name of — a renegade . 

“ And, then, thou hast a daughter. Is she a joy 
or comfort to thee? She hates, for thy sake, the 
religion thou hast abjured. She blushes to think that 
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her father was ever a Christian ! Fully believing in 
the creed of her mother, her very piety is blasphemy 
in thy ears. And where, unhappy girl, is she now ? 
Alas ! 1 know not. 

“ What, then, iny soul, is the gain for which thou 
hast been lost? No wife, no child, no son, no 
daughter — all lost! All lost in this life, and then — 
lost for ever! 

“ Ah ! but then there is wealth. Miserable wealth ! 
Perishable as daylight, it shines to-day, and in an 
hour is swallowed up in darkness ! We hold thee 
for a moment, and then thou vanishest from our 
sight like a cloud ; we seem to grasp thee firmly, 
and we often lose thee in the effort to retain thee. 
Frequently won without labour, thy possession here 
depends upon the cupidity of the multitude and the 
caprice of the prince. We only know that we have 
thee to-day, and cannot tell what reverse of fortune 
may compel us to-morrow to beg our bread. And is 
the fugacious possession of such a gift to counter^ 
balance : the immortality of a soul ? 

“ But look to the account, my soul — watch nar- 
rowly all that selfishness, and vanity, and pride, and 
sensuality have to plead, against thy claim to con- 
sideration. As a renegade, it is undoubtedly true I 
hold a high rank and office, and possess an amount 
of power over my fellow-creatures which I never 
would have been permitted to obtain had I still re- 
mained a Christian. I am honoured with dishonour, 
exalted with infamy, uplifted for the reprobation of 
all who prefer their conscientious convictions to any 
reward this world can bestow upon them. Suspected 
by those who pretend to confide in me, because I am 
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a convert, and who suspect me for having become a 
convert, J am abominated by the poor Christians 
who are obliged to bow down before me, and who 
hate me, justly hate me, because I have abandoned 
the cause of my creed and my country to be ranked 
as a ruler in the land, and an instrument in the 
hands of its oppressors. 

“ And this, my soul, is my gain — or rather these, 
my soul, are my losses, since wilfully I have lost 
thee. Wifeless, childless, creedless — without a home — 
without a country — contemned by those with whom I 
appear to be, “but am not — detested by those I have 
abandoned, I am — oh ! name of shame and horror— 
a renegade ! and the punishment I have purchased 
with my sins is inflicted by what the world has given 
as a reward ! for these sins. 

“ Oh, misery ! misery ! 

“ Are my sins as unpardonable, as they are irre- 
parable ? Is there no outlet for me by which I may 
save my soul ? 

“ The arms of the golden image on the cross are 
still out-stretched. They represent the arms of the 
Divinity. 

“ These divine arms embrace the whole world. 

“ Am I excluded from their embrace — now — and 
for evermore? 

“ Man cannot help me ! God may ! 

“Sweet Saviour, look with pity upon me, a 
sinner ?” 

And as his heart, rather , than his lips, gave utter- 
ance to these words, tears, such as he used to shed 
before passion had blinded his reason and hardened 
his heart, rushed to his. eyes ; and again — it was the 
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second time he had done so that day — he cried like a 
child. 

And so wept the renegade — so sat he with his face 
buried in both his hands, he knew not how long, for 
new emotions were throbbing in his heart, when a 
messenger entered the room, to say that a Greek 
named Alexander of Constantinople, requested per- 
mission to speak with him. 

“ Admit him,” said the renegade. 

So deeply engaged was this man with his own 
thoughts, that he forgot both the message and the 
messenger the moment the latter had quitted the 
apartment. He changed, however, his attitude, for 
instead of resting his face on both his hands, he 
leant his elbow on his table, and supporting his head 
in the open hand, as he gazed upwards, he remained 
so absorbed in contemplation as not to notice the 
entrance of the person who asked for an interview 
with him. And as he thus leant back with pale face, 
and grizzled hair, and eyes dimmed with tears, which 
still trickled in his hollow cheeks, he looked the 
emblem of profound grief in its saddest aspect, for 
in his case it was grief — combined with old age and 
fragile health. 

The Greek, as he entered the room, removed from 
his clustering black locks the rich velvet cap which 
usually covered them, and bowed low and reveren- 
tially to the renegade ; but as he did so, instantly 
perceived that neither his entrance nor his greeting 
had been observed. 

The Greek, as he noticed this, paused as he was 
proceeding to the spot at which the renegade was 
seated, and looked at him for some time with a 
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curious, inquiring, searching gaze, as if he felt an 
interest in the investigation — but if there was an 
interest felt, there certainly was no sympathy ; for 
the expression of the face continued unmoved : the 
eye glittered as brilliantly, aye, and as malignantly 
too, as that of a snake ; and on the lip was the same 
cold, calm, heartless simper, rather than smile, which 
the man first wore as he entered the room. ' 

The renegade still sat in the same attitude of 
lassitude and of grief, unconscious of the presence of 
the stranger. The Greek’s curiosity was at length 
fully satisfied, and he determined to make his pre- 
sence known; and, therefore, advancing up the 
apartment, he muttered to himself : — 44 He is much 
changed: more than I expected;” and then speaking 
aloud, he said : 

44 Do I not stand in presence of the Emir Feroz, 
commander of the round towers of Antioch ?” 

44 Such is my name — such, too, my title,” answered 
the renegade. 44 Thy name and business, stranger ?” 
44 My name,” said the stranger, 44 is Alexander of 
Constantinople — my business is that of my master, 
the high and mighty Prince, Alexius, Emperor of 
the Greeks.” 

44 1 had a son named Alexander,” remarked the 
renegade in a sad tone ; 44 he should be about thy 
age. I pray thy pardon stranger; but there is 
something in the sound of thy voice awakens the 
thoughts of my son. What was thy father’s name?” 
44 1 entreat your Excellency not to press me to 
tell my father’s nadfe,” replied the Greek.” 

44 And wherefore?” asked Feroz. 
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“Because I am not proud of my father,” said 
Alexander, 

“ Not proud of him ! I do not understand thee.” 
“ Then, I must speak more plainly. I do not like 
to mention my father's name, because — I am ashamed 
of him.” 

Feroz felt a thrill as of ice run through his tremb-> 
ling frame as these words of the young Greek were 
uttered. He, however continued the conversation ; 
for painful as it was, still it was in accordance with 
the train of thought over which he had been rumina- 
ting, previous to the entrance of the stranger. 

“ Then, dost thou mean to say, young man, that 
thou dislikest thy father ?” 

“ Dislike him,” said the Greek, as if a new idea 
were presented to his mind, on which he had never 
before reflected, and which he wished to consider 
before he replied to the question : “ Dislike him ! — * 
I cannot say that I ever liked him. Yes — I am 
pretty sure I never liked him; and therefore, cannot 
say that affection was ever changed into an opposite 
feeling, such as aversion. No — I do not dislike him 
— I merely despise him.” 

“ Despise him ! despise thy own father : these are 
terrible words for a young man to speak.” 

“ Better to speak the truth, however harsh, than 
falsehood, however agreeable.” 

“ True — true — I forgot,” said Feroz, writhing 
with the mental agony he was enduring. “ But, one 
word more on a subject which must be as painful to 

you as ” % 

“Painful to me!” said the Greek — “not in the 
slightest degree painful to me. I feel honoured that 
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one enjoying your Eminence’s exalted condition 
should condescend to converse with me on any sub- 
ject whatsoever ; and, therefore, to speak to you 
about myself is so far from being painful, I do 
assure you it is very gratifying .” 

“ Perhaps so — perhaps so,” said Feroz: “but to 
me the subject is painful," and, therefore, I shall ask 
the one question — but one question more — why dost 
thou despise thy father ?” 

“ Because,” replied the Greek, and he bowed low 
to Feroz, as he spoke the words, “ he always gave 
me by his own conduct — a bad example” 

Feroz fell back on his seat, from which he had 
risen whilst speaking to the Greek, and, closing his 
eyes for a moment, he exolaimed in the bitter agony 
of his heart, “ It is just, 0 Lord ! — most just this 
punishment. The scorpion tongues of wicked child- 
ren can inflict the most bitter wounds upon the 
withered hearts of wicked parents.” 

u And now, having discussed a subject which was 
painful to your Eminence, you will, I hope, permit 
me to refer to a matter which will, I am sure, afford 
you pleasure — because calculated to advance the 
interests of your sovereign, whilst, at the same time, 
it inflicts injury upon what must be most odious to 
you — the Christian cause” Such were the words 
of the Greek, addressed in a tone to the renegade 
which was intended to represent extreme humility* 
but was so slightly overacted as to have the sem- 
blance of mockery. 

Feroz was doubtful what interpretation to put 
upon words that might be an appeal to his loyalty 
as a subject, or might be intended as a reproach to 
him as a renegade. 
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“ The Christian cause ! to inflict an injury on the 
Christian cause ? How comes such a proposal from 
one who professes to be a Christian ?” 

“ Men seldom are,” replied the Greek, “ that 
which they profess to be. The professing Turk 
may be in heart and inclination a Christian. How 
pale your Eminence looks ! — I trust I have said 
nothing to offend.” 

“No — no — go on, young man. The words you 
speak are wise and true, and just —very just ” 

The Greek slowly raised his cap, bowed his head, 
and continued : — 

“ Your Eminence is pleased to be complimentary 
to an ill-spoken and worse-mannered Greek. We 
are not, I repeat, any one of us what we profess to 
be. If we were, then earth would be paradise — men 
angels, and women divinities ; hypocrisy would be a 
vice unseen amongst us : there would be no such sins 
as pride, or avarice, or ambition : hatreds would be 
unfelt, resentments unknown, and goodness as super- 
abundant as the air we -breathe, or the water we 
drink. We are none of us— no — not one, from the 
king to the beggar, that which we profess to be; 
and, because we are not, you see how the world goes. 

I am, like the rest of mankind, consistent in my 
inconsistency, when I, a Christian — that is, a pro- 
fessing Christian — ask of you to do something for 
another, because .it will be injurious to the Christian . 
cause ; and I ask you to do so because you profess 
to be a Turk, when, in fact, I ought to suppose that 
your Eminence is — like myself — not that which you ' 
profess to be.” 

“ Sir,” said Feroz, “you forget the respect due 
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to my rank, when you institute a comparison between 
a Turkish Emir and an unknown stranger.” 

“I entreat forgiveness,” said the Greek, “ for the 
liberty. The last thing, I assure your Eminence, I 
would wish to do, would be to suppose, much less to 
assert, there was any resemblance between a man 
like myself, ashamed to acknowledge his own father, 
and a Turkish dignitary, whose exalted rank is but 
a reflection of the achievements of his ancestors — 
the worthy son of worthy sires.” 

“ The offence and the apology are alike forgotten, 
stranger, in my full forgiveness. Proceed to state 
what is the object of thy visit,” remarked the rene- 
gade, who felt the words of the Greek tearing 
through and rankling in the very fibres of his heart. 

“ I have proposed that which will be an injury to 
the Christian cause — that is, to the advance of the 
Crusaders. I, a Christian, desire that the Christian 
army may never reach Jerusalem. Thinketh, your 
Eminence, it is inconsistent in a Christian to enter- 
tain such thoughts ? Then, let me say, in entertain- 
ing that wish, and in endeavouring to enforce it, I do 
but imitate the example of him to whom alone I owe 
allegiance — the Greek Emperor, my sovereign master 
Alexius, professing to befriend the Greeks— (for 
even he professes to be what he is not) — yet does he 
all, and will continue so to do, that can impede their 
march, and prevent their attaining the final and 
complete success they hope for. I am, then, as 
your. Eminence may perceive, a real, true Christian 
Greek — that is, a Greek Christian — that is, a pro- 
fessing Christian, who prefers Ghreece to Palestine — 
and the wishes of him who is my sovereign to the pray- 
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ers of a foreign bishop, who says he is at the head of 
my Church as well as of all other Christian Churches* 
My religion does not pass outside the boundaries of 
the kingdom in which I am a natural born subject, 
and I regard any who transgresses those boundaries, 
though he calls himself a Christian — be he king, bish- 
op, or pope — my enemy; and, in obedience to the 
will of my sovereign, the Emperor, will do my utmost 
to destroy him. Hence it is that I am now in Anti- 
och ; hence it is that I have sought to ingratiate my- 
self with its ruler, the high and mighty Baghi Sian, 
whom the barbarous western Christians, in their 
barbarous papal dialect, have designated Accian , and 
tremble as they pronounce his new-fangled name; 
and, hence it is that I am now in presence of the 
eminent, illustrious, . high-born, virtuous, valorous 
Emir Feroz, to propose to him a plan by which he 
can increase the favour he now enjoys with his supe- 
rior, Baghi Sian, the potentate of Antioch, and at the 
same time inflict injury on the Christians.” 

u And what personal interest hast thou in any such 
project ?” asked Feroz, his dislike excited, and his 
suspicion^ aroused, by the language and bearing of 
the voluble stranger. 

“I have the deepest personal interest in it; first,” 
said the Greek, “ every such success is a claim to a 
new favour from my most generous and bountiful 
sovereign, the emperor ; second, I strengthen the fa- 
vour I enjoy with my own sovereign the more I can 
influence Turkish rulers, like your Eminence, and 
Baghi Sian, in carrying out plans, injurious to the 
Crusaders — lessening their numbers, and thereby 
diminishing their chances of success. Such is my 
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personal interest in this project ; it is that of the 
courtier who desires to impart additional security to 
the favour he already enjoys with his sovereign.” 

“I comprehend,** said Feroz; “and now, let us 
hear what is thy project. It must assuredly be some 
great and glorious feat of arms, which has originated 
in a mind so magnanimous as yours.’* 

“It is no such thing,** said the Greek, for the first 
time feeling abashed in this interview ; but instantly 
recovering himself. “I feel too anxious for the 
preservation of so precious an existence as that of 
the heroic Emir Feroz, to put it, by a proposal of 
mine, in any imminent peril, even for a single 
moment.” 

“ The project, then ?” said Feroz, impatiently. 

“To make it perfectly comprehensible to your 
Eminence,” replied the Greek, “it is necessary to 
explain that in the Christian encampment before 
Antioch a new and unheard of arrangement has been 
made. In order that the purity, piety, and virtue of 
the Crusaders may be rendered conspicuous to the 
world, a particular quarter has been assigned to the 
women and children. To that quarter none but 
females have access; and my project is unexpectedly 
to make a sortie from these towers, which are under 
your command and directly face that portion of the 
encampment assigned to the women and children ; so 
that what the pious Bishop of Puy has proposed as a 
plan for rendering the Christian females more secure, 
may but serve to render it more easy for the Turks 
to choose, without difficulty, the fairest and the young- 
est as the fitting prize for their valour.” 

“And so !** said Feroz, his weak and feeble frame 
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now roused by indignation to all its pristine strength ; 
“ and so this infamous proposal is audaciously made 
to me by a stranger whose face I have never seen 
before ! Begone, wretch, and thank my patience and 
your own baseness, that I have not stained my sword 
with thy foul blood. What ! Feroz to make war upon 
the helplessness of women, and the weakness of 
infancy! How darest thou, wretch, unworthy of the 
name, claim for such a vile purpose as this to come 
u nauthorized 1 * 

“ Not so, your Eminence," replied the Greek, un- 
moved by the violence of Feroz, “ I did not come 
unathorized." 

“Then, by whose authority? — speak, man, no 
more in riddles — I have not time nor patience to 
parley longer with thee. By whose authority I 
say ?" 

“ By that of the supreme governor and absolute 
ruler of Antioch, his Highness Baghi Sian." 

“Baghi Sian !" repeated the renegade, as he 
thrust back his half-drawn scimitar into its scabbard. 

“ Yes, of Baghi Sian, continued the Greek ; “ and 
if your Eminence had patience to listen to me, I 
would ere now have told you that my project has 
not merely for its object the execution of an exploit 
which would inflict disaster, cause dismay, entail 
great dishonour upon the Crusaders, but its success- 
ful accomplishment must serve to rescue from cap- 
tivity a Turkish maiden, whose concealment in the 
female quarters I have ascertained, and in whose 
restoration to liberty his Highness Baghi Sian is 
deeply interested." 

“Indeed!" said Feroz. “I did not know until 
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now that the calamities of war had reached the 
household of his Highness. I have heard of no 
kinswoman of the ruler of Antioch having been made 
captive.” 

“ She is no kinswoman. The Turks are a placid 
race. They never make war for the sake of their 
mothers or their sisters. She is nearer and dearer 
to Baghi Sian than mother, sister, or wife, although 
he has never seen her,” said the Greek. 

“ I have asked of thee, stranger, no longer to speak 
in riddle to me,” observed Feroz, impatiently. 
“ How can this woman be more near and dear to 
Baghi Sian than wife, or mother, or sister ?” 

“Because,” replied the Greek, “he believes in 
my description of her, and because he knows that I 
had seized upon her, that she was under my conduct 
towards Antioch, when is was my misfortune, and, 
as I conceive, her’s also, that the detachment of 
soldiers under my command should encounter Bohe- 
mond, Prince of Tarentum, and a few more knights, 
that after a brief encounter we were utterly 
routed, and in the confusion lost all trace of her 
whom Baghi Sian regards as his destined bride. 
The main object of the expedition I propose to you 
is to rescue her from the hands of the Christians.” 

“ Then you are quite aware,” said Feroz, “ that 
she is not, of her own free will, remaining in the 
Christian encampment ?” 

“ Nothing can be more certain,” replied the Greek. 
“ It is but a brief time since she was wounded by 
soldiers under the command of Bohemond, in the 
attempt to escape to Antioch.” 

“ What can be the meaning of so incongruous a 
11 
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tale? First, a maiden is, as I understand, seized 
upon by thee — with violence, I presume, and against 

her will ” 

The Greek nodded assent. 

“And then,” continued Feroz, “aided by the 
Christians, she escapes from thee, and then is after- 
wards wounded by the Christians in the attempt to 
escape to her first captors.” 

The Greek again nodded assent. 

“ It is a strange story, but ” and here a sud- 

den thought seemed to present itself to the mind of 
Feroz, for he started, cold perspiration oozed out 
on his forehead, and his voice trembled, as he 
asked, hurrying question upon question, of the 
Greek : — 

“ How long since the capture was first made by 
you? Where dwelt the maiden? Of whom was 
she said to be the daughter ? Speak, oh ! speak, 
man, at once ; and, if thou canst, tell the truth.” 

“ Your questions can be easily, and, of a verity, 
candidly answered,” replied the Greek, absolutely 
unconscious of the anguish he was about to inflict on 
the unhappy man who stood before him. “Five 
months have passed away since I saw and seized 
upon the loveliest Turkish maiden mine eyes ever 
beheld, — one who combined the liveliness and 
vivacity of the Greek with the beauty and delicacy 
of the most charming Turkish female. She dwelt at 
the small hamlet ef El-Bir, on the road to Araca, 
and the bower in which she dwelt overhung the 
bright waters of the River Euphrates, and it was re- 
ported of her that she was the daughter of a rene- 
gade, a rich merchant at Tyre, who had sent her to 
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El-Bir, in the hope that she might escape the 
miseries that were certain to follow from the invasion 
of the Crusaders.' 1 

The latter words were not heard by the hapless 
man to whom they were addressed. He cast himself 
down on the chair, and covered his face with his 
hands, in order that the Greek might not observe his 
emotion, and muttering to himself — “ My child ! my 
child ! my child ! Amine, my beloved, my innocent 
Amine ! in the hands of this miscreant ! wounded ! 
Oh ! misery ! misery ! and again misery ! fitting re- 
ward for the renegade !” 

The Greek could not fail to notice how deeply 
moved was the worn, weak old man before him ; but 
the cause of such emotion never once suggested itself 
^to his mind. At length he expressed what he really 
thought, when he remarked : — 

“ I am afraid your Eminence has been seized with 
sudden illness.” 

“ Yes, yes, I am ill, very ill,” answered Feroz, not 
knowing what were the words to which he was giving 
utterance. 

“ Then I shall take my leave of you,” said the 
Greek ; “ hut before I go, let me know what is it 
your pleasure I should say on your behalf to Baghi 
Sian.” 

“ Tell his Highness,” said Feroz, aroused from his 
abasement by the mention of that name, “ that my 
utmost exertions shall be employed to rescue the 
maiden from her captors, and place her beyond the 
pursuit of her persecutors.” 

“ And with such an answer I am sure his High- 
ness cannot fail to be fully content, for the valiant 
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Feroz has always been true to his word; his pro- 
fessions are like his Damascus scimitar, never to be 
broken and so saying, the Greek, bowing pro- 
foundly to the Emir, quitted the appartment. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

THE MAGICIAN. 

Baghi Sian, or, as he was designated by some of 
the Crusaders, Accian , and by other, Darsian , was 
a man who, from his youth upwards had been reared 
in camps, and practised in the unbridled licentiousness 
of those who conceive that he who rules an army has 
a right to dispose as he pleases of the life, liberty, 
and property of all who dwell within the region over 
which he, for the moment, exercises supreme and 
despotic command. At the time that the Crusaders 
pitched their tents in front of Antioch, Baghi Sian 
had attained his fiftieth year ; and though his bloated 
face and obese person no longer presented a trace of 
the beauty which had characterized him in his youth, 
still Baghi Sian’s flatterers did not permit him to 
observe the change that years had produced in his 
external appearance, and he himself was unconscious 
of any internal change, because the passions which 
he had pampered when he was young, had now be- 
come vicious habits, and the desire still to indulge 
them was mistaken by him for the impulses of a 
brutalized adolescence. The sensual, blood-thirsty 
soldier had become a brutal and pitiless general ; and 
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he who had made no friend in his youth was now 
surrounded by sycophants who coined their praises 
into gifts, and obtained, in exchange for their unjust 
eulogies, golden presents extorted from the oppressed 
Christians of Antioch. 

Baghi Sian possessed but one quality that was not 
a vice, and that was dauntless bravery; a bravery so 
conspicuous in the battle-field as to animate the timid, 
encourage the wavering, and inspire the timorous to 
follow his standard into the thickest squadrons of the 
foe. He had in all his army but one man like to 
him in ferocious animal courage, and at the same 
time more savage in his demeanour, and more cruel 
in his acts. This was his lieutenant, the malevolent 
Ibraham, a man who was a giant in height, and 
whose awful lance, and still more awful mace, armed 
with iron spikes, were objects of dread to the whole 
Crusaders’ army. These two men were what was 
Called “ friends,” that is, they practised the same 
vices, had no sympathy for their fellow-creatures, 
were inseparable in companionship, countenanced 
each other in vice, and laughed alike at the very 
name of virtue, as a mockery, as a mask for sin, as 
a mere pretence with the weak, under the guise of 
which they practised atrocities which they pretended 
to denounce. Both professed the most cordial, 
mutual regard, but in their hearts they despised each 
other. Ibraham detested Baghi Sian for what he 
regarded his u selfishness,” and Baghi Sian loathed 
Ibraham for what he believed to be his u ingratitude 
towards himself.” 

Such were the two associates now seated together 
11 * 
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in the rich and luxuriously furnished apartment of 
the governor of Antioch. 

“ I do not believe,” said Ibraham, “ one word that 
this cunning, thieving Greek has been saying to you 
about the wondrous beauty of El-Bir.” 

“ Perchance you do not believe that there ever 
was any such person in existence,” said Baghi Sian, 
laughing, but still irritated by the suspicion of his 
friend. 

“ Well, as you do put the question to me, I confess 
to you I do not believe there ever was such an indi- 
vidual in existence,” replied Ibraham. “ How do 
you , illustrious Baghi Sian, know there was or is any 
such person ? Have you ever seen her ?” 

“ No,” replied Baghi Sian. 

“ Have you ever seen as much as the toe of her 
slipper, or a gem from her necklace, or a bead from 
her armlet ?” 

“ No, none of these things, I admit, have I ever 
seen.” 

“ Then how know you that there is such a being in 
existence ?” 

“ How do I know it ? the Greek told me so.” 

“Very well,” replied Ibraham, seeing the advan- 
tage he had gained, and not displeased to have an 
opportunity of tormenting his friend . “ How many 

purses of gold has the Greek received since he first 
told you this story ?” 

“ Fifty purses at the least. I kept no count of 
them ; but I am sure that I gave fifty. Recollect, 
however, great expenses had to be incurred in seek- 
ing her.” 

“Ah! ah!” said Ibraham, with a jibing laugh, 
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“ this is a very improving, profitable story to the 
Greek. First he tells you of an unknown maiden — a 
few purses of gold for such good news as that. He 
invents a story, and is paid for the invention ; then 
he fixes upon a far distant place where this fair 
maiden is to be sought, — a long journey, a very ex- 
pensive journey too, I warrant. It is a good inven- 
tion, and requires good payment, and of course 
more gold purses are given for the new invention. 
Well, the inventor remains away a sufficient time 
to have expended, on his own pleasures, the gold he 
has won from his dupe. Then comes a finer and 
bolder invention. He has seen the maiden, he has 
seized her, she was under the safeguard of the inven- 
tor, when whoop ! she is carried off no one knows 
whither, and no one shall ever be able to discover 
where, and all this by an enchanter — a new invention ' 
— who is called Bohemond, the Crusader, and ” 

“ Alexander of Constantinople craves the favour of 
an audience with your Highness,’ 1 said a slave to 
Baghi Sian. 

“ Admit him instantly,” replied Baghi Sian. 
“You are free to examine himself, Ibraham. If 
you can discover him to have played false with me, 

I shall have him decapitated in five minutes after he 
leaves this room.” 

The Greek entered the apartment with the bold 
and* confident air which was usual with him ; but a 
slight shudder, in despite of himself, passed through 
his limbs, when he observed a secret signil given by 
Baghi Sian to the slave who had acted as his conduc- 
tor. He knew enough of Baghi Sian’s manners and 
customs to be aware that the signal he had given 
was for the attendance of an executioner. 
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“ Alexander of Constantinople,” said Baghi Sian, 
“ thou knowest, or thou shouldst have known ere now, 
that I am not a man that any artful, juggling Greek 
can cajole with impunity. Thou hast received much 
money from me on account of a Turkish maiden who 
should be (if thou hadst been faithful to thy promise) 
an inmate of my harem long ere this. Thou hast 
made many fair excuses why that promise has not 
been fulfilled, and I have placed faith in them. It is 
not so with my friend Ibraham ; he doubts thy story, 
he wishes to question thee upon it; answer him 
candidly if thou lovest thy own life. Thou knowest I 
reign supreme in Antioch, and emperor or soldan 
could not save thee if I but say the words — ‘ Thou 
shalt not be a living man five minutes more . 9 99 

“ I am aware that life and death are alike in the 
hands of a just man and a generous prince, when 
they are placed in yours,” replied the Greek. “ I 
have told your Highness nought but the truth, and 
truth, like the reed upon the river bank, however it 
may be bowed down for a time by the storm that 
seeks to overwhelm it, will still remain unbroken, and 
still rise again fresh and vigorous as ever, unchanged 
when the tempest has passed away, as blooming and 
as beautiful as if .the hurricane had never essayed to 
uproot it.” 

“ I told your Highness the Greek was gifted with 
the fancy of a poet,” observed Ibraham. “He has 
invention for you , and figurative language for me. 
Come, Greek, give us a description of this Turkish 
maiden of whom you have been speaking to his 
Highness.” 

“Willingly,” replied the Greek. “Her age is 
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about seventeen ; her hair is dark as the raven's 
wings; her skin softer than the peach's down; in 
her eye are the blackness of ebony and the brilliant 
flashing of the diamond ; her mouth is a rose bud ; 
her teeth pearl; her form as agile as that of the 
antelope ; her voice is sweet as the song of the 
nightingale ; and the perfume of her breath is as 
ravishing to the senses as the odour of richly spiced 
wine. Such is the maid of El-Bir." 

“ Why this is a description of a festive banquet> 
and not of a woman," said Ibraham sarcastically to 
the Greek — “ with the exception of the raven's* wing ? 
the ebony, and the diamond, your maiden is a com- 
position of fruits and flowers — very poetical, I admit, 
but not at all life-like. How should I ever find out 
the original — how recognize her, by your similes of 
rose buds, and nightingales, and spiced wine ? I never . 
yet saw a beautiful girl that was like any one of these 
things. But you say she is living — actually living — 
if she is, then she can be seen by some one besides 
yourself. Tell us where she is to be found now; 
and, at the same time, mention the name of any one, 
except the veracious Alexander the Greek, who has 
seen her as you describe her to be." 

“ I can answer both questions, and at the same 
time I can promise that within twelve hours she shall 
be in the very apartment in which we are now con- 
versing," replied the Greek. 

“ Do what you are asked — do not promise more 
than you can perform," drily remarked Ibraham; 
“remember you have made many promises, which 
you have not yet performed." 

“Slave!" said Baghi Sian, his rage excited by the 
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last remark of his associate Ibraham — “ do first what 
thou hast been asked. Answer with candour the 
questions put to thee by Ibraham. Where is now 
the maiden ? who besides thyself has seen her V 9 
The "cheek of the Greek crimsoned as he heard 
himself addressed in such ignominious terms. That, 
however, was neither the place nor the time to mani- 
fest his resentment. He vowed, however, that the 
insult should be avenged, as he bit his lip, and then 
with a voice not wholly free from emotion, he said : — 
“ The commands of your Highness shall be obeyd. 
The maiden is now in the Christian encampment ; and 
I have spoken not an hour since to a person who saw 
her there.’ * 

“ And was this person,” said Ibraham, with a 
sneer, “ a man or woman ?” 

“ A man.” 

“And can that man himself be seen or spoken 
with?” 

“ Both.” 

“ Where?” 

“Here in Antioch.” 

“Indeed!” said Ibraham, somewhat puzzled by 
the confident manner of the Greek. “How long 
will it take to produce so valuable a witness ?” 

“ Not longer than my descent to the citadel gate, 
and my return hither. Is it the pleasure of your 
Highness that I should conduct him to your pre- 
sence?” 

Baghi Sian nodded assent. 

“Then I hasten to obey your wishes,” said 'the 
Greek, as he passed rapidly out of the apartment. 
“Stop — stop — honest Greek,” said Ibraham. “1 
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would take the liberty of suggesting that some of the 
guards who now stand at the door should accompany 
you, and let them be watchful that no words pass 
between you and your witness/’ 

Baghi Sian gave commands such as they had been 
suggested by Ibraham, and the Greek left the room, 
as carefully guarded as if he was about being led 
forth to execution. 

“I suspect,” said Ibraham, when he and the 
Governor of Antioch were alone, “ that some new 
trick is on the point of being played upon you : that 
a fresh attempt to get more purses of gold is about 
to be made: that some miserable story has been 
concocted between the Greek and a contemptible 
accomplice : that what the one will affirm the other 
will asseverate : that the story of the maiden being 
in the Christian encampment, and being seen there 
by this witness of the Greek, is nothing more or less 
than — a new invention < — the fiction of a schemer, 
backed by some unknown and obscure liar.” 

“ Then woe to both ! if it should be so,” observed 
Baghi Sian, “ for as sure as they are living, both 
shall, if they are seeking to deceive me, be impaled 
upon the battlements of Antioch.” 

The Greek, guarded as a prisoner, was conducted 
back to the presence of Baghi Sian ; and in a few 
moments he was followed by an old man similarly 
guarded. The old man had resumed the robes of a 
monk of Mount Athos, and he carried with him his 
pilgrim’s staff. 

Baghi Sian nodded to the guards to quit the room, 
and when they had done so, he turned to Ibraham 
and said : — 
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“ You doubt the truth of all the Greek has been 
saying; question his witness in such a manner as you 
think best calculated to elicit the truth, or ascertain 
the fact.” 

“Old man,” said Ibraham, “thou hast doubtless 
heard from Alexander of Constantinople the story of 
the Turkish maiden of El-bir ?” 

“I have,” replied the old man, in a harsh, fierce 
tone, which sounded in the ears of the haughty Ibra- 
ham as if the speaker scorned him. 

“ And thou givest credence to that story ?” 

“Ido.” 

“ And wherefore ?” 

“ Because these eyes have looked upon the maiden.” 

“Indeed! — let our eyes then look upon the eyes 
that have looked upon the maiden; perchance the 
raven locks, diamond orbs, and rose-bud mouth are 
mirrored in them,” said Ibraham, in a jibing tone. 

The old man advanced from the place where hitherto 
he had been standing, at the lower end of the apart- 
ment, and walked up to the divan on which Ibraham 
was reposing in a half-recumbent posture, and when he 
stood within a yard's distance of the person who bad 
so jibed him, he suddenly cast back the hood which 
had concealed his hideous features, and fixing his 
glaring eyes upon those of his interrogator, he ap- 
peared at once to fascinate him by his glance ; for 
Ibraham seemed compelled, even in his own despite, 
still to look at him, until at last sight itself became 
painful, and a film appeared to cover with a thick 
obscurity his eye-balls. 

A laugh — it was not that of a human being, but of 
a demon — burst from the thin, boldless lips of the' 
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wicked old man, as he perceived that he had found 
in the ferocious Ibraham a fitting subject wherewith 
he might exercise some of the diabolical arts of 
magic of which he was a master. 

He again stood face to face with Ibraham — again 
fastened his glaring eyes upon his victim, and, as 
he did so, moved his talon-like fingers and thin bony 
hands in the air rapidly, from the ceiling towards 
the floor, as if he were tearing some object not visible 
to the human eye. 

All this did not occupy a minute of time. The 
magician then turned to Baghi Sian and said:— 
“ Wouldst wish to be convinced of the truth of the 
story of the Greek ?” 

“ I would,” replied the Governor of Antioch. 

“ Wouldst wish Ibraham not only to admit, but to 
prove its truth ?” again asked the magician. 

“ Certainly,” replied Baghi Sian; “but how is 
this to be done, unless it be done by magic ?” 

“ But it shall be done by magic,” said the old 
man. 

“Ah!” said Baghi Sian, “I do not believe in 
magic.” 

“Nor I,” said Ibraham, with some difficulty. 

“Nor I,” glibly remarked the Greek. 

“Dost thou believe that the Son of God descended 
upon earth to purchase by his blood salvation for 
mankind?” asked the old man. 

“ I believe in nothing but what is in the Koran,” 
said Baghi Sian. 

“ I believe in nothing out of the Koran, and very 
little of what is in it,” stammered Ibraham. 

“And I,” said the Greek, “believe with my 
12 
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renegade father, that what is in the Koran is non- 
sense, and 1 think as my Turkish mother thought of 
Chris tianity. ,, 

“It is well, ,, said the wicked old man ; “ then no 
Sacrament of the Church can here mar the potency 
of my charms. Upon none of you have the waters 
of baptism ever flowed, and to none of you has 
a priest’s blessing ever extended. Original sin 
encases the soul of each of you with an impenetrable 
armour, and you have added to its strength by your 
lives of daily sin. Such are the instruments where- 
with magic can alone work effectively. Ye who 
believe in nothing shall believe in magic.” Speaking 
these words, his hands passed from the shoulder to 
the fingers of Ibraham’s right hand, and then turn- 
ing to Baghi Sian, he said, “ Bid thy brave lieutenant 
draw his dagger and stab me to the heart — I defy 
him.” 

“Ibraham, said Baghi Sian, “do as this old 
braggart wishes. Stab him for attempting to deceive 
us with his vain prattle about magic.” 

The command thus given fell upon no unwilling 
ear. Ibraham was amazed at the audacity of the old 
man, and gladly availed himself of the opportunity 
of thus avenging the insult. He started from the ' 
divan, for the purpose of rushing forward, but his 
right hand and arm were not alone paralyzed, but 
he felt as if they were glued to his side, and feeling 
this, he flung himself back on the couch, and ex- 
claimed : “ Curses on him ! my hand is powerless, 
and my arm moveless.” 

Baghi Sian looked with amazement upon what he 
witnessed : “ Can this,” he asked, “ be really true — or 
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can it be that Ibraham has joined with you to play 
some clumsy trick upon me ?” 

“ Be your Highness the judge of what yourself 
shall witness. Ibraham has denied the truth of what 
the Greek has said. He shall now testify as to its 
accuracy.” 

Again the old man stood before Ibraham : again 
fascinated the ferocious soldier by his gaze : again 
the skelton-like arms and claw-like hands of the old 
magician waved in the air, as if he were entwining 
with invisible cords of the body of Ibraham : and as 
the necromantic arts were employed, the soldier fell 
back on the couch, and at length lay in a seemingly 
profound sleep. 

“ Ha ! ha !” said the old man, pointing with scorn 
at the prostrate, helpless, motionless, statue-like 
figure before him. “ There now lies the scorner,%e 
doubter, the jiber — there lies he who would believe 
no man’s word : let us now try how much' we are to 
believe of what he says of himself, %nd what of 
others.” 

The old man muttered to himself some words in a 
language that was unintelligible to his hearers, and 
then striking with his long staff, and all his strength, 
the prostrate Ibraham, he said, in tones so hoarse, 
so hollow, and so awful, that an icy terror ran through 
the bones of the mighty Baghi Sian and the supple 
Greek : — 

“ Evil spirit of the unbaptized Ibraham, art thou 
obedient unto me ?” 

“ I am as thy slave,” were the words uttered by 
the lips of the motionless Ibraham. 

Again the old man struck with all his might the 
prostrate body of the Turk, and said : — 
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“ Slave, sit up, and let thy open, glaring eyes, and 
the indignities I offer thee, prove to the illustrious 
Baghi Sian that the sinful body to which thou art 
attached is bound in the chains of sleep, stronger 
than if there were iron fetters on thy limbs.” 

As the magician spoke the words, the body of 
Ibraham arose, as stiff in its motions as if it had 
been transformed to stone ; and at the same moment 
the eyes opened, and seemed, in their fixed, senseless 
stare, like, the sightless eyes in the head of a dead 
man. 

Baghi Sian looked at first with astonishment, and 
then with dread at the scene before him. For the 
first time in his life a sensation of fear crept into his 
heart, as he saw the old man grasp the beard of 
Ibraham, tear with rage some hair from it, fling them 
sdflfcifully in his face, and then, with all his strength, 
strike with his open hand the proud, ferocious soldier 
on the cheek. 

The face # of Ibraham remained unmoved: he 
seemed to feel no pain, and there was no manifesta- 
tion of emotion at the insults thus gratuitously offered 
to him. 

“Evil spirit of a wicked man, prepare to obey 
me,” said the magician. 

“ I am thy slave,” replied Ibraham. 

“ Evil spirit of a sinful man, away from thy sinful 
body, seek for, and tell me when thou hast found 
her, the maiden that Alexander discovered in El-Bir, 
and that he was conducting to Antioch when inter- 
rupted by the Crusaders.” 

Ibraham remained silent. 

“ Hast found her ?” asked the magician. ^ 
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“Not yet — not yet — but I am on her track,” 
replied Ibraham. 

“Evil spirit, bestir thyself,” said the magician, 
and again he struck his victim a heavy blow with his 
pilgrim’s staff. 

“ Ha ! I have found her.” 

“ Where ?” 

“ In the Christian encampment.” 

“ In what part of it ?” 

“ In the quarter assigned to the females.” 

“ In what place is she?” 

“ In a large tent — and there is by her side a 
female clothed in rich attire.” 

“ And what is the maiden doing at this moment ?” 
“ She is now asleep. Ha ! the lady did but come 
to look upon her, and has now left her alone.” 

“ And what does the lady ?” m 

“ She is kneeling before ” and at the word 

the body of Ibraham trembled as if with strong con- 
vulsions. 

“ Speak — slave — evil spirit — say what is the lady 
kneeling in presence of?” said the magician. 

“Ah!” replied the trembling Ibraham, “I have 
tried to see, and each time I have made the effort I 
have been plunged into fire. I dare not, cannot look 
upon the object before which she is praying.” 

“ Slave — coward — caitiff — evil spirit of a sinful 
man — I know it well — it is your condemnation and 
mine ; it is a picture of the crucifixion.” 

“ Name it not — name it not,” said Ibraham ; “ to 
name it is to fill me with scorching, flames. Have 
pity on thy slave.” 

“ Go — slave — evil spirit of a sinful man, obey m 
12 * 
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bidding. Seek out for me the great knight, Bobemond 
of Tarentum by whose valour the maiden was saved 
from the hands of the Greek.” 

“ I have found him.” 

“ Where ?” 

In a large, rich tent — and with him there are 
others : they are seated at a council table : there is 
grief in the countenances of all : there are priests 
with them.” 

“ Is the Bishop of Puy there ?” 

“ No.” 

“ Seek for him.” 

“ I have found where he is.” 

“ What is he doing?” 

“ I cannot tell?” 

“ And wherefore, evil spirit of a sinful man, const 
thdfc not tell what the Bishop of Puy is doing ?” 

“ Because, in the apartment in which he is there 
is something so awful that I dare no more 
approach it than I could enter Heaven.” 

“ Oh !” said the magician — “and I know well 
both who and what it is. I am not worthy to 
name IT — and even now but alluding to IT is weaken- 
ing my power over thee. Back, back — to the tent 
of the knights — to the tent of Godfrey of Bouillon.” 
“Tell me — what he is doing?” 

Ibraham gave a shriek of agony — and then, in a 
weak and trembling voice, he said: — Oh! in pity 
take thy slave from the presence of Godfrey — for as 
he grasps his two-handled sword, I feel the pain of 
death here .” 

“Where, slave?” asked the magician. 

“Here” answered Ibraham, drawing his hand 
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right across the middle of his body. “ Oh ! in pity, 
bid me go from the presence of Godfrey.” 

“ Away, slave, coward,” said the magician. “ But 
■what can this signify ? Why is there this terror of 
Godfrey, unless it be that Godfrey be doomed to send 
this evil spirit to its last eternal doom ? Back again 
— now look well and narrowly at the maiden, and 
say whether or not Alexander has truly depicted 
her.” 

“ Yes ; he has told the truth — the maiden is as 
lovely as painter ever portrayed, or youthful poet 
ever fancied.” 

“ Now seek, evil spirit of a sinful man, and see if 
you can discover any one who watches as anxiously 
over the sleeping maiden as the richly attired lady 
thou hast already described.” 

“ Thy slave has discovered,” answered Ibraham, 
“ outside of the females* quarter one whose eyes are 
ever fixed on the tent in which reposes the maiden of 
El-Bir.” 

“ Describe him,” commanded the magician. 

“He is tall and thin, and fair and young, and 
handsome. He bears in his hand a battle-axe : there 
is a green cross surmounting a wreath of trefoil, 
which encircles his helmet: he never, even for an 
instant, ceases to look towards the maiden’s tent.” 

“ From this time forth,” cried Baghi Sian, “ I 
shall never enter the battle field against the Chris- 
tians that I will not eagerly seek out with my sword 
for that young soldier with the green cross and the 
wreath of trefoil on his helmet. Oh ! for a single 
oombat with him.” 

“ Seek for it, and you shall obtain it,” replied the 
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magician. “ He belongs to a nation that delights in 
deadly combat with unbelievers ; whether it be in the 
field, to slay them with the battle-axe, or in the 
cloister, to encounter them with crozier and book 
learning. Fear, however, for the result of a combat 
with that young soldier, unless I first array thee with 
a charm so potent as to render thee invincible. Give 
me ten purses of gold, and I will impress upon thy 
head, thy waist, and thy foot, an image of the Pagan 
Diana, which will make thee as assuredly unconquer- 
able in single combat, as it ever did the Greek 
Athleta in the Olympian games/ * 

“I scorn to accept, any aid but that which my 
armour can give me : I refuse to bring against my 
foe any weapons more deadly than my sword and 
lance,” said Baghi Sian. “But proceed — proceed 
with thy magic arts ; although I fairly own to thee, 
I still suspect that thou and the Greek, and even Ibra- 
ham, are seeking to delude me. Wherefore I cannot 
divine.” 

“ Oh ! oh !” said the magician. “ Swear by the 
Koran that thou wilt not harm me, nor the Greek, 
nor Ibraham, for what may be said displeasing to 
thee, and I shall soon convince thee that Ibraham is 
only saying that which he knows or believes to be 
the truth.” 

“ I swear,” said Baghi Sian. 

“ And now for a more potent charm than any I 
have yet used’” continued magician — “now to force 
the spirit of lies to tell the truth.” 

The old man having given utterance to these words 
removed the top from his pilgrim’s staff, and took 
from it a small box containing what appeared to be 
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some dark dust, which he let fall in small quantities 
upon the floor, until at last a circle was drawn 
around himself and Ibraham. He then removed the 
iron spike at the end of his staff, rubbed it strongly 
against the floor, and from the end of the pilgrim’s 
staff there burst forth a blue and crackling flame, with 
which he touched the circle of dark dust, and a fire 
burst forth all around him and his victim, which was 
extinguished as instantaneously as it had kindled in 
a flame, filling the apartment with a thick and stifling 
smoke. 

When the smoke had cleared away, the old man’s 
thin, claw-like fingers were on the bare head of 
Ibraham ; and standing in that attitude, with Ibra- 
ham still erect, and his sightless eyes, unmoved, 
staring straight before him, the following dialogue 
passed between the two — the magician and his 
victim : — 

“Evil spirit of a wicked man, art thou, whilst 
this charm is working upon thee, my slave ?” 

“I am thy slave.” 

“ Canst do, whilst this charm works, that which is 
most difficult for an evil spirit?” 

“I can.” 

“ What is the most difficult — what the most pain- 
ful — what the most abhorrent to thy nature ?” 

“ To tell the truth.” 

“ And thou, now, canst tell the truth ?” 

“ I can.” 

“ Then tell me truly, dost know his Highness 
Baghi Sian ?” 

“I do.” 

“ Dost thou not call thyself his friend ?” 
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“ I do .” ! 

“ Art thou really his friend ?” 

“No.” 

“ And wherefore ?” 

“ Because I consider him to be base, low, mean, 
treacherous, and selfish.” 

Baghi Sian’s hand clutched the hilt of his dagger 
as these words reached his ears. 

“ Thy oath,” said the magician, pointing with his 
long, bony finger at him, and with the word and 
attitude the Governor of Antioch was conscious that 
the wicked old man had obtained a species of mastery 
over him also. His spirit, therefore, was quelled 
whilst he listened to the remaining portion of the 
conversation between the magician and Ibraham. 

“ And yet thou callest thyself his friend ?” 

“Ido.” 

“And wherefore?” 

“ Because I am not strong enough to declare my- 
self what I really am — his enemy — and because, 
whilst calling myself his friend, I can make his very 
vices subservient to my own profit.” 

“ Which do you most despise or hate him ?” 

“ I cannot tell : I despise him, because of his want 
of intellect ; and I hate him, because of his power.” 
“ And if thou hadst the opportunity wouldst injure 
him in any way ?” 

“ I would injure him in every way, and to the 
utmost extent of my capability.” 

“ Wherefore didst thou doubt, or pretend to doubt, 
the story of the maid of El-Bir ?” 

“ For two reasons : first, I doubted its truth, because 
it was told by a Greek ; next, if my doubt had proved 
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vain, I would still have availed myself of the stupidity 
and baseness of Baghi Sian, to induce him to disbelieve 
it, and then I would have sought and carried off the 
maiden for myself. ,, 

The furious rage of Baghi Sian, upon hearing this 
reply, could be no longer restrained. He bounded 
at once from his seat, and forgetting the helpless, 
motionless position in which Ibraham was sitting, 
he struck with his clenched hand the victim of the 
magician in the face ; blood followed the heavy blow, 
and the body rolled backward on the floor, as if it 
had been that of a statue which had been overthrown 
by some act of violence. 

“I fear your Highness has slain your gallant 
lieutenant,” remarked the Greek. 

“ I care not,” said Baghi Sian, “ his own words 
prove him to be a base and treacherous villain. He 
has admitted he wished to do you wrong, in order 
that he might despoil me of what I wished for more 
than countless treasures. Come, Greek, come and 
tell me what says Feroz to your plan for attacking 
the female quarter of the Christian encampment. 
Come to my treasure-chamber, in order that I may 
reward thee, according to thy deserts, and recom- 
pense thee for my suspicions. Old man,” said the 
Governor of Antioch to the magician, who was now 
stooping down over the prostrate, bleeding body of 
Ibraham, “here is gold for thee. Exercise thy skill 
in restoring animation to the carcase of that dog ; but 
beware he does not know thou hast been practising 
t thy arts upon him, or he will repay thee for the life 
thou hast given back to him by taking thine own.” 

The Greek stooped down, and whispered in the ear 
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of the old man, and said: “ I know not by what trick 
thou hast played this part ; but it has been done 
admirably well. You are the most accomplished of 
all old rogues*” 

“ Trick — playing a part — rogue ! Then, despite 
of what thou hast seen, thou dost not, Alexander, 
believe in magic,” said the old man, with a malignant 
smile upon his lips. 

“ I believe in nothing,” replied the Greek. 

“Be it so,” answered the magician; “then watch 
thyself well ; for be assured I have but to catch thee 
asleep, and I shall have from thy own lips the reason 
why that mysterious pressure of the hand passed 
between thee and the assassin in the dark passage of 
the cavern, when we last met together.” 

A deadly paleness covered the cheek of the Greek 
When h© heard these words. He did not, however, 
venture to reply to them, but hurried out of the apart- 
ment after Baghi Sian. 

“It was a wise counsel,” muttered the old man to 
himself, as he staunched the blood which was oozing 
out of the contused features of Ibraham ; “ it was a 
very salutary counsel, that which Baghi Sian gave, 
when he told me not to permit this ruffian to behold 
me on recovering his senses. I shall wipe out, as far 
as I can, all traces of the injuries he has received, and 
then leave him.” 

The old man removed all stains of the blood that 
had flowed from the injuries inflicted on Ibraham. 
He replaced the sleeping figure on the sofa ; and then 
waved his hands upwards from the floor to the ceiling, 
as if undoing the charms he had practised. He ex- 
amined with a careful eye the apartment ; his eyes 
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gloated with delight on its rich golden vessels, but 
his hand did not touch them. He then stole with 
noiseless steps to the door, and in a few minutes 
afterwards was outside the city walls of Antioch. 


CHAPTER XI. 

THE NIGHT ATTACK. 

It was the dead hour of the night. Not a sound 
was to be heard but the heavy, regular iron-heeled 
tread of the distant sentinel, from time to time 
broken by the clattering noise of the war-horse, and 
the jingling ring of armour on the steel-clad rider, 
as the posts of the Christian army were visited by 
those whose duty it was to watch over the safety of 
their sleeping comrades. 

It was the dead hour of the night, and all in and 
about the tent of the Lady Gunhilda had retired to 
rest, with the exception of the lady herself and of 
her youthful guest. Both were seated on a couch, 
their arms clasped around each other ; and before 
them was a table with light, and by its side, resting 
on an ebony stand, an open psalter, richly illuminated 
with paintings representing the saints of God and 
passages in Holy Scripture, so that every page of 
the magnificent manuscript was in itself alone a 
theme for pious meditation. Hour had passed after 
hour, unheeded by both, in studying this book, in 
questions asked by the younger female, and ex- 
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plained by the elder. They had not tired in their 
task ; but a chance observation made by the princess 
induced the intelligent and thoughtful pupil to pause 
in her interrogatories, to reflect for a few ^moments, 
and to say: — 

“ ‘Worldly misfortunes, personal defects, should 
not be the subject of sorrow with us. We should 
accept them as blessings from heaven, if they but 
serve to make us think on the state of our immortal 
souls, and help us to find the only path by which we 
may secure our salvation/ These were your words, 
gracious lady. Oh ! my generous benefactress, how 
applicable are they to me ! The wound which has 
marred that beauty of which I was once so vain, has 
been to me a most beneficent deformity ; for it has 
led me to this place and to you ; and you have given 
to mo what my own mother could never have be- 
stowed upon me — what my unhappy father deprived 
me of — a knowledge of God, of my own weakness, 
of my own unworthiness to be called His child. 
Oh ! you have indeed been more than a mother — 
better than a father — to me, for you have acted like 
a true Christian.” 

“ Amine — my good and gentle Amine,” said 
Gunhilda, “ remember that the time is fast approach- 
ing when I can in very truth call thee my child ; for 
I am to be more than thy mother I am to be thy 
God-mother, and thou art thenceforth to be my God- 
child — by beloved ‘ Mary,’ — Amine.” 

Amine kissed the pale, wan cheek of the good 
lady who thus addressed her, and said : — w Oh ! how 
I do long for that happy day, when the good Bishop 
of Puy shall declare I am sufficiently instructed in 
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all the truths of the Christian religion to receive 
upon my sinful head the saving waters of baptism. 
Oh ! that my poor father were but present to witness 
it.” 

“ Thy father !” said Gunhilda; “why not rather 
wish for the presence of thy mother? She has 
never known the truth, and like thyself might obtain 
the grace to receive it ; but thy father has known 
the truth, and wilfully abandoned it. For the one 
there is a chance of salvation, but who can entertain 
a hope as regards the other ?” 

“ I do— oh ! I do, lady,” replied Amine. “ My 
mother never mentioned the name of the Saviour, 
but to blaspheme it. Her most bitter reproach to my 
father ever was that he had leen a Christian — her 
taunt ever was that he was still a Christian in his 
heart. On the other hand, my father ever spoke 
with kindness of the Christians. The power that 
he wielded was never employed for their oppression — 
constantly for their protection. It was in conse- 
quence of his discourses with me about the Christians, 
that, when the opportunity was afforded to me, I 
asked you to tell me of Christianity ; and, permit 
me to add, your conduct to myself was in perfect 
accordance with what my father ever said respecting 
the charity of Christians.” 

“And yet your father abjured Christianity,” 
observed Gunhilda. 

“ Alas ! he did so. Oh ! pray, lady, that God in 
his mercy may pardon him ; for I am not yet worthy 
to pray for him. The unbaptized Mahommedan 
cannot presume to pray for him who, though baptized, 
became a Mohommedan.” 
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“But what of thy mother? If her influence 
induced thy father to forsake his religion, would not 
the same evil influence be still exercised over him ?” 
“No,” replied Amine; “my mother has long 
since abandoned the house of my father. Her place 
of concealment has remained for years a mystery to 
us. None can tell whether she be living or dead. I 
had, too, a brother, but I do not remember-him. I 
cannot recollect having ever seen him.” 

Gunhilda was about to speak, when suddenly a 
whizzing noise seemed to fill the air ; and, ere she 
and her companion could perceive it had ceased, two 
or three arrows came dropping through the tent, and 
one fell on the table before them ; and as the arrow- 
head buried itself deep in the wood, the table 
trembled with the shock, and the light flickered in 
the lamp before them. A shout arose, and then a 
cry of agony ; and then was heard again the shrill 
whizzing in N the air, and the noise of rending the 
cloth of the tent, as the arrows tore a way for them- 
selves over their heads. Another shout was followed 
by confused cries and agonizing shrieks; and then 
again the whizzing sound, and a lower flight of 
arrows, which seemed to fill the tent, to cling to its 
folds, and to drop heavily to the gronnd. Both 
females involuntarily stooped their heads, and both — 
in the midst of awful shouts, and cries, and groans, 
and the wailing of women, and the shrill shrieks of 
frightened children— fell upon their knees, and 
prayed for the mercy and protection of heaven. 

Both were thus kneeling, when a soldier rushed 
into the tent. His only arms were a shield and a 
battle-axe, and on his head, Amine remarked, was a 
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helmet without a visor. The helmet bore on its 
front a green cross, and around its rim was a wreath 
of e&erald stones, in the form of shamrocks. Amine 
at once recognized him as the soldier who had borne 
her, on the day she had been wounded, from the 
river bank to the encampment. 

“Fly ladies — fly at once from this place to the 
tent of Bohemond. I have been on the watch out- 
side the camp. I have observed the foe advancing 
from the walls of Antioch, and I have perceived that 
the main body are making the attack upon this quar- 
ter, with what object I know not ; but I suppose it 
is to capture and carry away with them the noblest 
ladies in the encampment. Most probably, then, 
the attack is specially intended against you , Lady 
Gunhilda. Fly then — fly at once. I shall be your 
conductor to the tent of Bohemond. Sheltered by 
the knights under his command, no harm can reach 
you.” 

“Noble, generous youth, I know thee,” said 
Gunhilda ; “ I know thee ; thou art Philip of 
Brefney, and willingly do I place myself, and her 
who is dearer to me than myself, under thy protec- 
tion. Lead us where thou wishest, we know thou 
will guide us prudently and safely.” 

“ Proceed, then slowly before me, out of the back 
of the tent,” said Philip; “the arrows of the foe 
are all directed to the front, and none can reach you 
but through my hauberk and body, whilst I hold my 
shield over the heads of both, to protect you from 
falling lance or javelin.” 

“ Brave and generous youth,” said Gunhilda, 
clasping her arms around the waist of Amine, so as 
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to draw her closely -to herself, “ I know not how to 
thank thee, nor how I can re-pay thee.” 

“Pray for him,” whispered Amine; “pray that 
the Blessed Virgin may intercede for him who thus 
is ready to sacrifice his own life to save matron and 
maid from the foul hands of brutal and wicked 
men.” 

The two females, thus shielded from the chances 
of receiving a wound, passed from the tent of 
Gunhilda, and thence through the lines of tents which 
were ranged behind those of the chief female per- 
sonages, and at last they reached an elevated space 
of ground, a short distance from the quarter of the 
camp they had abandoned. 

“For an instant, stop,” said Philip, “until I look 
round, and see which is the safest path for us now to- 
pursue to secure our retreat to the quarters of Prince 
Bohemond.” 

The request of Philip was complied with. They 
paused in their flight to look behind them. 

They saw, on the Christian side, groups of soldiers 
fast gathering together, and as they so, posting 
themselves in a line on the inner side of the deep, 
trench filled with the waters of the Orontes, which 
served as the main protection against any surprise ~ 
being attempted on that part of the encampment 
peculiarly appropriated to females. 

They observed that on the other side of the 
entrenchment there were thousands of horsemen 
collected, that these horsemen were divided into 
squadrons, who came on one after another in inces- 
sant movement, each squadron, as it advanced, 
pouring in a whole flight of arrows on the Christians, 
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and as it did so instantly wheeling round, and flying 
back with all speed, so as to be out of the reach of a 
returning discharge of arrows from the Christians. 
By this manoeuvre, not only did the thick flight of 
arrows from each particular Turkish squadron strike 
down a number of Christians wherever it fell, but 
the attention of the Christians was so distracted, 
that they knew not where to aim with effect, nor on 
what point of the assailed line to collect in sufficient 
strength to prevent the Turkish cavalry from crossing 
the entrenchment. 

“Alas! alas!” sighed Philip, as he looked back 
upon the battle field, “our men cannot long resist 
an attack like this. The only chance is, that the 
noise of the combat may arouse our leaders, Baldwin, 
and Bohemond, and Tancred, and Robert of Nor- 
mandy, in sufficient time to take revenge on the 
infidels for the injury they are sure now to do.” 

As he spoke these words, he observed at a distance 
behind the squadrons of advancing and retreating 
Turks, a large man mounted on a powerful war-horse, 
which, like himself, was covered with plated armour; 
and behind that man he perceived riding, as if in 
immediate attendance upon him, one hundred of the 
celebrated warriors, the Agulani — that is, man and 
horse so completely covered with an impenetrable 
armour, that they heeded neither lance, nor sword, 
nor arrow ; and who never carried into battle any 
other weapon than a sharp cutting sword. At the 
same moment that Philip noticed this man, he saw, 
or fancied he saw, the man point with his hand 
towards himself and his two companions ; and at the 
same time he observed the evolutions of the whole of 
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the attacking party changed, for all were, as if by a 
preconcerted signal, recalled. The discharge of 
arrows ceased. The entire body of assailants, that 
had been split into squadrons, was combined into one 
long, unbroken line, in the centre of which was the 
one that Philip regarded as the commander, with his 
Agulani. And then, with one fearful shout, down 
came the whole of the Turkish force to the entrench- 
ment ; a general discharge of arrows took place, and 
as they whizzed with a deadly aim at the Christian 
soldiers marshalled on the brink of the entrenchment, 
and thus caused many awful gaps in the Christian 
line, the Turkish cavalry plunged into the deep ditch; 
there was a heavy striking of shields and lances, 
andj in a minute afterwards, the Turks were seen 
cutting and hacking down the Christian infantry ; 
and as they did so, Philip beheld the Turkish com- 
mander and his Agulani pushing on at a rapid pace, 
and in a compact body, towards the spot in which 
he stood with Gunhilda and Amine. 

Philip, in his despair, looked round, conscious that 
no human aid could now reach him in sufficient time 
to preserve his charge from outrage. He felt that 
his own life could not be prolonged for many minutes, 
but he also felt he was about to die in a noble cause, 
and determined that he should at least take the life 
of one infidel before he lost his own. Unable to 
defend, he hoped the outrage he could not prevent 
would be at least avenged; and, therefore, it was 
with a feeling of satisfaction, that he recognized, fast 
speeding towards where he stood, Guy of Mascon at 
the head of two hundred foot soldiers, and that he 
beheld, although at a great distance, the white-crossed 
red banner of Bohemond at last in motion. 
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“ There— there she is !” said one in the armour of 
an Agulani, as he rode by the side of the commander 
of the Turks. “Do you strike down her knight, 
while I seize and carry her back to Antioch.” 

“Be it so, Alexander,” replied Baghi Sian: “but 
first mark with what ease my good lance shall per- 
forate him, who, for the nonce, stands by her side as 
her knight.” 

“ Hold ! Know you that dame who stands by her 
side ? She seems a noble, but an aged lady,” 
remarked Baghi Sian. 

“ I know her not,” answered Alexander ; but look 
you, Selim,” said the Greek, turning to a second of 
the Agulani, who rode by his side, “ the elder lady 
bears a treasury of jewelry upon her. What think 
you of carrying her off, and despoiling her? Her 
ransom afterwards would add to our wealth.” 
“Good,” replied Selim; “I will do it.” 

These few words passed as the Turkish squadron 
of Agulani were advancing in a quick gallop towards 
Philip of Brefney and the two trembling woman who 
cowered behind him. 

“Let no man touch the soldier with the green 
cross on his helmet, but myself,” said Baghi Sian. 
He then set his lance in rest, and urging on his horse 
to its full speed, he rushed on Philip of Brefney, 
exclaiming : — 

“Die slave, as thou art!” 

“ Not unavenged,” replied Philip, as he met man 
and horse with the sweep of his battle-axe, chopping 
off the top of Baghi Sian’s lance with the blade, 
striking the head of the horse with the axe, and as 
man and horse came tumbling to the earth, plunging 
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the point with such sure aim into the breast-armour 
of Baghi Sian, that though it did not penetrate to 
flesh, the blow knocked him senseless to the earth, 
pouring, as he fell, a torrent of blood from mouth 
and nostrils. At the same instant, twenty horsemen 
drove at Philip, and ran him down, their sharp 
swords rattling upon helmet, shield, and hauberk as 
he fell, and leaving him without sense or motion by 
the side of Baghi Sian. At the self-same moment, 
the shrieking women were seized, and each, caught up 
from the ground, was placed, the one in front of 
Alexander, the other of Selim ; and as they dashed 
away in different directions, Alexander cried to the 
Agulina to bear with them the body of their com- 
mander, and never slacken rein until they had placed 
him in care of a physician in the citadel. 

The Agulani having charge of their commander, 
kept in a body together, and as they did so, flights 
of arrows followed them in her retreat from the men 
and archers under the command of Guy of Mascon, 
who now reached the spot on which lay the apparently 
lifeless body of Philip of Brefney. 

Eagerness in the pursuit of a foe, carelessness as 
to the loss of life, indifference as to human suffering, 
were characteristics of Guy of Mascon* which he had 
acquired by a long career in camps ; still it was not 
without a bitter pang that he gazed upon the sense- 
less form before him. 

“Poor Philip of Brefney!” he said, “thou hast 
fallen in a noble cause, seeking to save women from 
oppression. Thy death is not less noble, because 
thou hast died in defending her whose mysterious fate 
had evoked thy sympathy. But, eh ! What is this ? 
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A groan; I am rejoiced to note that indication of 
pain. He breathes. Here — Richard, Bernard, back — 
back with Philip to the tent of Father Francis, and 
as you bear him, pray the blessed Virgin that the 
life of him who has suffered as a champion of purity 
may be spared to aid in rescuing the Holy Sepulchre 
from the hands of infidels.” 

At that instant Bohemond, the Price of Tarentum, 
rode up at the head of fifty knights. 

“ Ah! my prince,” said Guy of Mascon, “this is 
a doleful night for us Christians. The infidels have 
broken into our encampment, they are even now 
slaying women and children in tlieir tents, and they 
have carried off, or rath''" y are even now carrying 
away with them, _ i incess Gunhilda, wife of your 
illustrious companion in arms, Duke Baldwin of 
Boulogne.” 

“ What ! the Princess Gunhilda a prisoner in the 
hands of infidels. Oh ! tell me not it is too late to 
rescue her.” 

“ I think it is not,” replied Guy of Mascon ; “ she 
and a female companion stood here but a few minutes 
since. They have been borne off by different ways, 
and I suppose in opposite directions. One of them 
is no longer visible; but the other is there” and he 
pointed at a distance to the figure of an armed man, 
having a woman before him, on horseback. “ Which 
of them it is I know not ; but that man can certainly 
be overtaken. He cannot easily pass the wide trench 
with a horse so laden. That woman at least can be 
rescued.” 

“ To the rescue ! On, knights ! — for God and our 
Lady ! God wills it,” cried the brave Bohemond, as 
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he da&hed forward at; full speed, and the horsemen 
rushed after him, as if each were running for a prize. 

“ Quick ! quick ! my men,” said Guy, “ to the 
trench straight before us ; so that we may cross to 
the opposite side, and meet the Turks as they are 
driven out of the camp by our knights and soldiers 
who are now gathering on all sides to assail them. 
As they retreat, we can greet them with the spear- 
point and sword-blade ; take from them the women 
and spoil they have seized, and, as I trust, not leave 
a man of them alive to tell of the injuries they have 
been able to inflict upon us. Meanwhile, as we 
advance, we can wStch the chase in which the Prince 
Bohemond is engaged. See, see — he and his valiant 
knights gain considerably upon the caitiff who is 
bearing off* the lady. The wretch perceives his life 
is in danger. See how constantly he looks back 
upon his pursuers; see how eagerly he pushes for 
the trench. 

“ I doubt if he will ever reach it in time to pass 
in safety. 

“ Eh ! yes, he will — his horse bears him bravely. 
See — see! — he has reached the edge of the ditch. 
He has, alas ! time enough to look out for the safest 
ford. See — see ! — he stops ; he is on the point of 
crossing. Oh ! miserable sight ! our knights never 
can be in time to overtake him. 

“ Oh ! accursed villain ! he has found a fordable 
* place. Look, look ! he turns his head, and derisively 
waves an adieu to his pursuers. 

u See, see ! — hurra ! hurra ! hurra ! 

“ Bravo, Bohemond ! better aim than that was 
never taken. Oh ! flower of chivalry ! glory of tha 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



THE NIGHT ATTACK. 


157 


Christian army ! never was a finer stroke than that 
struck. 

" See, see ! — horse, and man, and woman are all 
now rolling on the ground. Oh, valiant Bohemond ! 
none but thyself would have thought of doing that . 
See how dexterously he has cast — and at such a 
distance, too! — his mace between the feet of the 
flying steed — breaking them to pieces, I warrant. 
Poor brute ! it will never more put hoof to ground. 

u And then the woman ! I marvel is she is killed 
by the fall. Well — there was no other way of saving 
her ; for far better is it for a Christian woman to be 
slain on Christian ground, and receive Christian 
burial, than live as a slave in the palace of a beastly 
Turk. 

“ But as to the caitiff, where is he ? I see the 
horse plunging in its*agony — I see the form of a 
woman lying motionless on the ground ; but where 
is the infidel ? Oh ! I suppose his body has rolled 
into the water. There let him die and drown ; thence 
speed to Satan, and announce to the demons of the 
lower regions that, before another hour has passed 
away, they shall be joined by spirits as evil and as 
malignant as themselves. 

“ Come, men — now to catch the retreating Turks 
unawares. Here cross the entrenchment ; and now 
here steal silently forward, until we get close to the 
point at which the great body of them has crossed, 
and by which the miscreants are sure to return. 
Then let us lie down ; and then, when I give the 
signal, rush upon them — spare not the life of one 
single man; slaughter them as if they were mad 
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dogs. No mercy for them, who have shown neither 
pity nor mercy for man, nor woman, nor child* 

The exhortation of Gay of Mascon to be pitiless to 
the Turkish foeman was addressed to willing audi- 
tors ; for the outrage done by attacking the female 
encampment was regarded as a gratuitous personal 
wrong inflicted on each individual. The manoeuvre 
he had suggested was observed by the commander of 
the Crusaders, Baldwin ; apd whilst the cavalry 
attacked the Turks in the camp, bodies of infantry 
were sent to intercept them in their flight. 

The Turks were engaged in despoiling the tents— 
in slaying children and women wherever they encoun- 
tered those helpless creatures ; when on a sudden 
they heard pouring down upon them the charge of 
hundreds of mounted men, with that cry which was 
now fearful in their ears, ‘•God wills it!” The 
moment the awful rushing sound and cry were heard* 
they hurried from the tents, gathered together, and, 
drawing up in a compact mass, awaited the charge 
of the Christian knights. Lance after lance crossed, 
and the ring of shields was followed by an outburst 
of steeds without their riders, and a cry of agony as 
the foaming war-horses crushed beneath their hoofs 
the limbs and faces of the dying and the wounded ; 
and with that crash of lance and shield came the 
heavy blow of mace, and the clash and hack of 
swords, and the death-thrust followed by a hollow 
groan ; and then the Turkish horsemen were routed ! 
—and they rode with desperation to the trench — the 
ring of blade, and the crunching fall of battle-axes 
riving helmets pursuing them as they fled ! And 
then came, when they had crossed the trench, the 
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wild, furious shouts in their ears, as spears plunged 
into their horses’ sides, and the sword flashed before 
their eyes, and then gashed them to death. They 
sought to turn back from whence they had fled ; and 
then again there was the long lance of the knights 
to pierce them; and they turned again from the 
lance to encounter the spear and sword and dagger 
of the foot soldier : and then, in their despair, they 
oast 'from them sword and shield, and were hewed 
down with as little mercy as if they had still con- 
tinued to fight on. Upon that occasion, says an 
ancient chronicler, the Turks were cut down as “ the 
ripe harvest falls before the sickle of the reaper. 
They fled, and they were pursued ; for the fugitive 
ever finds a follower ; and so eager were our men in 
the pursuit, that they who had commenced the battle 
as infantry, seized upon the horses of their foes, and 
thus, speeding after the enemy, inflicted death upon 
them.” 

That event which had begun a disaster ended a 
complete victory. In the city of Antioch the oonfliot 
was followed by grief and lamentations; whilst in 
the camp of the Christians there were lamentations 
and great rejoicings. 

Amine had been saved — a second time saved — 
from the pursuit of Baghi Sian, and twice had she 
been rescued from the hands of the Greek, by the 
same valiant knight, Bohemond, Prince of Tarentum. 

But as to the Lady Gunhilda — what had become 
of her? Alas! who can depict the grief of her 
attendants, and who portray the agony of Amine, 
when she was told her friend, her benefactress, was 
no longer to be found in the encampment of the 
Christians ? 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE BISHOP OF PUT. 

Adelmar de Monteil, Bishop of Puy-en-Velay, 
was descended from a noble and illustrious family in 
the south of France. He had been the first to solicit, 
in the Council of Clermont, permission to proceed on 
the holy pilgrimage to Jerusalem, and the first to re- 
ceive, in consequence of that request, the cross as a 
Crusader, from the hands of the pontiff, Urban II. 

The Pope being unable personally to take part in 
the Crusade, Adelmar was named as the representa- 
tive of his Holiness in the army of the Crusaders ; 
and all contemporary historians concur in declaring 
that no happier, wiser, nor better choice could possibly 
have been made. Courageous as the bravest of war- 
riors — shrinking from no danger in which they 
participated — he won their respect by his valour, 
their veneration by his piety, their obedience by the 
soundness of his judgment and the justice of his 
views. His actions, his words, nay, it might be said, 
even his very looks, were becoming his high and influ- 
ential position of a Papal Legate. A gage in council, 
a general in the field, a priest at all times, he moved 
in the midst of the Crusaders an object of universal 
love and unceasing admiration. Conspicuous for 
every great quality which render their possessor 
worthy of esteem, he was beyond all other things 
remarkable for his humility and his piety. His exam- 
ple, his counsel, and his exhortations, contributed at 
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all times, and under every variety of circumstances, 
to maintain order and to preserve discipline in the 
army of the Crusaders, as well as to secure harmony 
of action amongst its various leaders. 

Adelmar brought with him, in the expedition to 
Jerusalem, his own vassals; and, previous to his de- 
parture for the Holy Land, which took place towards 
the close of the month of October, in the year of our 
Lord 1096, he composed a glorious hymn, in which 
he implored the intercession of the Queen of Heaven 
for himself, his followers, and his fellow-Crusaders. 
That hymn still remains a constant prayer with* us, 
through the care of the Church, and is daily repeated 
by almost every Catholic in all parts of the world. 
That hymn is the Salve Regina — “ Hail, Holy 
Queen.” Such as he wrote it ,we still recite it, with 
the additional words of the great Saint Bernard. 
The invocation in the prayer is the composition of 
Adelmar, Bishop of Puy ; the final exclamation,' 
0 clemens , 0 pia, 0 dulcis Virgo Maria — “Oh! 
MOST CLEMENT! MOST Pius! MOST SWEET VIRGIN 
Mary!” — emanates from the fervent piety of St. 
Bernard. 

In accordance with the suggestion of this good 
knight and pious bishop, laws were established for the 
guidance of the Crusaders’ camp, such as were un- 
known, and necessarily unheard of, in the annals of 
warfare. By those laws it was declared, that “ no 
one should, either in weight, or in measure, or in any 
money dealing, cheat, circumvent, or defraud his 
brother Christian ; that no theft should be committed ; 
no commandment of God violated; and if any should 
be found transgressing these laws, the most severe 
14* 
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punishments should be inflicted upon them ; and so 
the people of God be sanctified — neither stained with 
impurity nor dishonoured by fraud.” 

These were not the mere announcements of vain- 
glorious men, who seem to think they have satisfied 
the demands of justice when, instead of punishing 
the guilty, they denounce their crimes in a republican 
proclamation , such as the enemies of the Papacy in 
latter times issued at Rome against their own confed- 
erates — repudiating in gazettes what they had in 
secret advised; officially condemning assassinations 
that they in their hearts had approved, and by their 
writings had excited. The decrees of Adelmar for 
the defence of honesty and the security of chastity 
were, in sooth, acts; and he or she who violated 
them were made, by bitter punishments, to bewail 
their offences. 

The poorest man — the weakest woman who had 
assumed the cross, was, in the estimation of Adelmar, 
an object of greater love, of tenderer care, and of 
more incessant solicitude than the mightiest monarchs 
then reigning in Europe. The care of each was re- 
garded as his own care ; their poverty was relieved 
out of his own wealth ; and any calamity that befel 
them more deeply felt and more severely mourned for 
than if it had fallen upon himself, or those who were 
more closely connected with him. 

When such were the feelings as regarded all, it 
may be surmised what bitter agony he experienced in 
learning how many calamities the sudden sally of the 
Turks had caused to the Christians ; and beyond all 
other calamities, that which was then regarded as the 
greatest of all, viz., that a noble Christian female, 
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like the lady Gunhilda, should have fallen into the 
hands of brutal and unbelieving Mahommedans. 

For many hours after these last doleful tidings had 
reached him, the Bishop of Puy had remained alone 
in that portion of his tent which he never used but 
for the purpose of prayer and meditation. There 
had he stayed, with the express command to his 
attendants that he was not to be disturbed, unless 
upon urgent business connected with the case of per- 
sons who had suffered from the recent calamity. 

At length he was told that Father Francis of the 
Benedictine Order, followed by two monks, desired 
permission to be admitted to his presence. 

The three monks instantly were shown into the 
part of the tent which served as an antechamber to 
that which was enclosed as the bishop’s oratory, 

To Father Francis there was nothing in the room 
to which he was admitted to excite his attention. It 
was not so, however, with one of the monks, who 
looked, from his height and slender figure, to be some 
one very young in years, who had, by an especial 
grace, been permitted to take the vows of a religious. 
To the latter, evidently a stranger, everything that 
he saw was a matter of surprise, for there were com- 
bined together the arms of the Crusader with the 
sacred calling of the churchman. In the same 
apartment there was the crozier, and beside it a rich 
ivory-hilted sword and scabbard, inlaid gorgeously, 
representing scriptural subjects. The bishop’s mitre 
was on a table— and strewed upon a couch were the 
steel-ringed hauberk and leggings . of a full-clad 
knight. There was the lance on one side, and not 
far from it the purple cap of a bishop. Resting upon 
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a small shield there was a huge missal ; and thq whole 
apartment afforded the proof that its owner was at 
the same time a warrior and a priest. 

The stranger was so busily engaged in examining 
the different articles within, that he did not hear the 
folds of the tent drawn aside, and was only aware 
the bishop himself was present by seeing the other 
two monks on their knees to receive his blessing. 
The stranger knelt with them, and was surprised to 
pee that the Bishop of Puy, so remarkable for the 
unflinching patience with which he had borne all 
fatigues, was a man past the middle age of life, and 
who was long suffering from bad health. 

The Bishop of Puy blessed the three monks, and 
then in a voice that was as soft, sweet, and musical 
as a tinkling bell, he said, “Rise, my children — be 
seated while you speak to me, I pray of you to do so, 
as it is an excuse for me to rest my limbs, that a 
failing constitution forbids me to exercise as I would 
desire.” ‘ v 

In the accents that thus addressed them, the 
stranger observed all that unction of charity and 
piety which had won for Adelmar the love and respect 
of every good man that approached him. The 
stranger ventured to look up at the person who so 
spoke to the humble monks whose lives were devoted 
to mortification and to good works, and whose unva- 
rying rule is “ obedience.” He saw before him a 
noble and tall personage — tall beyond the common , 
standard of men, and whose high forehead, pale and 
polished as marble, and untouched by a single wrinkle, 
towered over thick dark brown eye-brows, that cov- 
ered, as if with a pent-house, two large full light- 
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bine eyes, which seemed, except in a state of excite- 
ment, when they flashed up with brilliancy, to he the 
mirror of the meek spirit which conveyed to them its 
ever kindly expression. The nose was high and 
prominent, the lips thin and bloodless, the cheeks 
hollow, and showing that sickness was endured, as 
well as self-mortification imposed by the good Bishop 
of Puy. The stranger observed that the prelate wore 
the purple cope of a bishop, whilst all the rest of his 
person was covered with a white surplice, through 
which was discernible a purple cassock. 

“ My gracious Lord,” said Father Francis, “ this 
stranger has desired an interview with you. Its pur- 
port is known to me ; but it is better that it should 
be explained to your lordship alone ; and, therefore, 
if it be your pleasure, my brother and I shall remain 
here whilst you permit the stranger to enter the ora- 
tory with you. When the stranger's business is 
despatched, we can conduct him from this place.” 

“ Be it as thou sayest, Father Francis,” replied 
the bishop ; “ only oblige me by you and our good 
brother reposing yourselves. You are, at all times, 
a*foot to serve others — now rest yourselves to oblige 
me. Come,” said the bishop to the stranger, “ follow 
me. 

The bishop withdrew the folds of the tent, and 
then held them for the stranger to pass ; and, as he 
did so, the bishop advanced a few paces, and then 
kneeling down on both his knees, he prostrated him- 
self on the ground, and kissed it. He then rose, 
advanced about three steps farther into the room — 
again knelt down, and again kissed the ground. He 
again rose, and advancing still more into the apart- 
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ment, he, a third time, knelt down, and a third time 
kissed the ground ; and then turning to the stranger 
monk, who had imitated his actions in every respeet, 
he said : — 

“ Judging of thee, brother, by the sacred garb with 
which thou art clothed, I need not remind thee in 
Whose Presence we now both stand.” And, as he 
said these words, he pointed to an altar, on which 
there was a light burning to indicate that the Blessed 
Sacrament was in the tabernacle. 

“ Alas ! my Lord and Bishop,” said the stranger, 
kneeling down, “ permit me to remain in this posture, 
for I am not worthy to stand in your presence, 
much less to appear in His ;” and the stranger 
pointed to the tabernacle. 

“ Then, art thou not a monk ?” said the bishop. 

“ Alas ! my gracious Lord, I am not even a Chris- 
tian, although desirous to be worthy of being received 
as such,” replied the stranger. 

“ And wherefore, if thou wishest to be a Christian, 
art thou not one ?” asked the bishop. 

“ Because,” replied the stranger, ‘‘Father Francis 
says I am not yet sufficiently well instructed to be 
baptized.” 

“ And was it with the intention of being examined 
by me that thou hast come hero ? if so, rise, my dear 
child, I am willing to undertake the task.” 

“ Ah ! no, gracious bishop, that was not the main 
purpose why I desired to see you ; but I wish to 
undertake a mission of some peril — in doing so, I 
desire to have your permission and your blessing; 
and I hope that, under the circumstances in which I 
am placed, the sacrament of baptism may be bestowed 
upon me.” 
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“ I do not understand you, child,” replied the 
bishop, puzzled by this address ; “ I have no jurisdic- 
tion over you — my permission cannot be necessary ; 
and then you speak of a mission of peril, and disguised 
as a monk. Ton tell me you are not a Christian ; I 
pray you explain yourself.” 

“ I am,” replied the stranger, “ the same person 
who was wounded a short time ago in the attempt to 
Cross the Orontes, who was conveyed a prisoner to 
the Christian camp, and transferred to the care of 
the Lady Gnnhilda.” 

1 “ What ! exclaimed the bishop, “ you then are 
Amine. How came Father Francis to permit the 
robes of his order to be so profaned ?” 

. “ Father Francis knows the purity of my motives 
—he approves of them, and I trust so will your lord- 
ship when I explain them,” continued the stranger. 

44 1 am, my Lord, the daughter of Feroz, an emir 
holding high rank in Antioch, and to whom is con- 
fided the care of the towers fronting the female quarter 
of the encampment. My unhappy father is a rene^ 
gade. He was a Christian. He is a Mahomedan.” 
The bishop started at these words. 

“ He is,” continued Amine, “ a Mahomedan by 
profession ; but my belief is, he has never from his 
heart abjured Christianity; for he has, notwith- 
standing the suspicion it excited against him, never 
united with other renegades, nor with the Turks 
themselves, in persecuting Christians. I have the 
hope, when he finds that I am a Christian, of con-» 
verting him — of inducing him to abandon those with 
whom he is now associated, and to return a repentant 
sinner — a sinner truly repentant to that Holy Churoh 
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which the wicked * passions of youth induced him to 
farsake. I wish, then, at the peril of my life, to seek 
and make my way into Antioch, so that I may see 
and speak with ray father. That I intend to do for 
his soul's sake — happy ! thrice happy ! if I can give 
to my father life for life ; and be the means whereby 
he may save his soul, which, if he remains as he is, 
must be lost for ever. But this, my Lord, is not the 
only good I hope to accomplish. My kind and 
generous protectress — my noble benefactress — she 
who was my teacher in the truths of Christianity, 
and whose own acts illustrated its precepts of charity 
— even she is now a prisoner in Antioch. Such, at 
least, is my belief, because it was from thence the 
attack was made by those who have carried her away. 
I hope to be able to touch my father’s heart, to 
induce him to labour as I would desire — first, to dis- 
cover where she is concealed; and then to devise the 
means how she may be released, and again restored 
to her husband, her country, and her friends. These, 
my Lord, are my motives for seeking to gain admis- 
sion into Antioch. I cannot, I know, do so, without 
peril. Hence it is that I have entreated the use of 
this robe from Father Francis. My intention is, so 
disguised, to approach, as if in ignorance, so close to 
the walls of Antioch, that I may be arrested, and 
when arrested, demand permission to see the com- 
mander of the nearest post : that nearest post shall 
be where my father is stationed. I shall thence 
obtain leave to speak to him alone, and when alone, 
then the event must depend not upon my tears, my 
prayers, nor my wishes, but upon the will of God 
alone, Who orders everything for the best. But let 
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jbe, Lord, I beseech you, set oat on this perilous 
journey, not as I am— but as I can alone be safe, 
as a Christian, fortified with the sacraments, and 
strengthened with the prayers of the one Holy, 
Catholic, and Apostolic Church.” 

“My child,” replied the bishop, “thy zeal is fer- 
vent, and thy charity is great, when in the hope of 
saving thy father’s soul, and rescuing a stranger 
from captivity, thou art willing to risk, perchance, 
lose thy life. Such zeal and such charily fit thee to 
be a Christian. Here, take this small piece of 
parchment; upon it thou wilt find written the Nicene 
creed. Read attentively every word in it. Consider 
carefully every proposition contained in it. Retire 
now — but return in three hours with those who wait 
without ; and if, at the end of that time, thou canst 
Say, with faith and truth, every word contained in 
that creed, then I myself shall pour the saving waters 
of baptism upon thy head. Go, my child; mean- 
while my prayers shall be offered up for thee, for thy 
conversion, and for the success of the noble, glorious 
mission to which thou hast devoted thyself.” 

Amine arose hastily from her knees, rushed from 
the apartment, and then hurried her conductors — the 
two monks— from the bishop’s tent. 

Amine and the monks had not long departed from 
the presence of the bishop, when he was again 
required to appear in the antechamber. 

A man, whose face was wan, as if with hunger, 
his hair dishevelled, his person covered with rags, 
and his feet bare, appeared before the bishop, and 
said : — 

“ My Lord, and the Bishop of Puy, under these 
15 
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miserable habiliments, and in this wasted, wretched 
form, it is, 1 know, difficult to recognize a Christian 
priest. Yet such I am, and as such I have long 
laboured for the salvation of the Christians who now 
groan in slavery in Antioch. I have had, my Lord 
and Bishop, a vision, which I am compelled to tell 
you, and for that purpose have fled from Antioch, to 
which place, when I have narrated to you my vision, 
I shall endeavour to return, even though I should 
lose my life in the attempt. 

44 This, my Lord and Bishop, was my vision, and I 
pray you to give to it a patient hearing. 

44 Upon a certain night, I was in the church of the 
ever Blessed Virgin, Mother of God, and in that 
church a deep sleep fell upon me ; and in that sleep 
there stood by my side Our Lord Himself, and with 
Him were his most pious Mother, and the blessed 
Peter, prince of the Apostles. 

44 And the Lord asked me, if I knew who He was ? 

44 And I replied, I did not. 

44 He then said a word, and there suddenly appeared 
rays of light surrounding His head on all sides ; and 
these resplendent rays were in the form of a Cross, 
such as we see them in pictures representing our 
Saviour. And then He again asked me did I know 
Him ? and I replied, Yea, for I see that now in 
reality which formerly I only beheld painted in pic- 
tures ; and then I said, Thou art my Lord. 

44 4 1 am,’ he replied. 

44 And I instantly cast myself at His feet, and I 
besought of Him to have pity and compassion upon 
us all, who were now suffering great misery, and 
enduring great afflictions. 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



THE BISHOP OF PUT. 


171 


“ ‘ Yea/ he replied, < it is well what has been 
endured, and relief shall not long be delayed. By 
My impulse this expedition was undertaken. By My 
means Nicea was besieged and taken. Through Me 
were many victories ; and triumphantly have I con- 
ducted the Christians before the walls of Antioch. 
But how have I been repaid ? Sinners have been 
tolerated amongst the Crusaders, those who called 
themselves Christians have acted badly towards 
Christians* and others have plunged themselves, souls 
and bodies, into the most detestable vices. Up to 
this time, the invincible Virgin, the unceasing inter- 
cessor for the human race, and Peter, he who holds 
the keys of heaven, the especial bishop of Antioch, 
have prayed and besought of the Almighty God that 
He would permit consolation to be afforded to His 
suffering people/ 

“ And here the blessed Peter spoke, and said 
6 Let the Lord be mindful of His Majesty, and with 
what dire deeds my house in the city has been con- 
taminated ; how pagans have offended Thy Majesty, 
and how Thy altars have been profaned with blood, 
and by manifold sins/ 

“ And then the Lord said to me : — * Go, and say 
to my people, let them repent from the bottom of 
their hearts ; let them put sinners away from the 
midst of them ; and pity shall be taken upon them, 
and aid afforded them, and the days of their sorrow 
be at an end. Let the Litanies be renewed, let that 
response of the Church be repeated by each : Our 
enemies are gathered together, and boast in their 
strength. Ho thou, 0 Lord ! destroy their strength, 
and disperse them, in order that they may know there 
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is none to fight for us unless it be Thou, 0 Lord God ! 
Disperse them by Thy virtue, and destroy them, O 
God ! who art our Protector/ 

“ This, 0 Bishop of Puy, was the vision I had ; 
and let me add, that if any doubt as to its verity 
suggest itself to your mind, I, in the full conviction 
of its truth, am prepared to submit to any examina- 
tion which your wisdom may suggest, and to abide 
the ordeal by fire, or to cast myself from a high pre- 
cipice, confident that I shall pass through both 
dangers alike unscathed, and perfectly harmless/' 

The Bishop of Puy looked on the man who had 
thus addressed him, for a long timo in silence, and 
then said : — “ Thy words are strange, thy vision still 
more 'strange, and thou thyself utterly unknown. 
There is one ordeal more awful than burning fire or 
steep precipice, and that is to take in thy hands the 
Gospels and Holy Cross, and on them to swear that 
what thou hast narrated thou dost really and sincerely 
believe to be the truth. Go, kneel before the altar j 
pray there ; I shall soon be with thee ; and according 
to the examination into thy narrative, test thee as I 
have said. If thou art such as thou hast declared 
thyself to be, then Heaven seems to have sent thee 
to aid in the accomplishment of our task of filial 
piety/' 

The priest being so commanded, proceeded to the 
oratory, and there cast himself prostrate on the steps 
of the altar. 

The Bishop of Puy remained in the antechamber, 
musing upon the strange words that had been 
addressed to him ; but his meditation was not per- 
mitted to be of long duration, for again he was inter- 
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rupted by the information, that one of the oldest 
soldiers in the army of the Crusaders desired to speak 
with him, and Guy of Mascon in a few minutes after- 
wards knelt to receive the Bishop’s blessing, and his 
withered lips touched with love and veneration the 
episcopal ring. 

44 My Lord and Bishop,” said Guy of Mascon, in 
his rough, strong voice, 44 1 desired to speak with you 
on a matter which deeply affects the safety of us 
all.” 

44 Speak, Guy of Mascon,” mildly replied the bishop, 
in a soft, dulcet voice, which was a contrast to that 
of the veteran soldier, which constant exercise in the 
open air, and the loud commands given in the field, 
had rendered, even in common conversation, hoarse 
and loud. 

44 My Lord Bishop,” continued Guy of Mascon, 
44 there are flagrant sinners, abominable miscreants, 
atrocious villains in our camp.” 

44 Indeed !” said the bishop. 44 This is strange 
news to me ; and yet, but this very moment, I have 
received, through another person, warning to the 
same effect.” 

44 Ah !” continued Guy, not mincing his phrases 
in the slightest degree because he was speaking to a 
bishop. 44 There are villains amongst us, who, 
although they wear the Cross, would willingly crucify 
every man of us, because we are seeking to rescue 
the Holy Sepulchre from miscreants as great, but not 
one whit worse than themselves.” 

44 What proofs hast thou of what thou now 
affirmest ?” asked the Bishop of Puy. 

44 Listen to me, good Bishop, patiently,” replied. 

15 * 
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Guy, “and I shall produce to you proofs in 
abundance. Do you remember my capturing and 
wounding a young infidel woman, disguised jn male 
attire, who was swimming in the Orontes ?” 

“ Oh ! I have” — replied the bishop, smiling — “ a 
distinct recollection of that circumstance.” 

“Well, my Lord Bishop, when I arrested that 
young imp of Satan, I discovered from her that there 
was an expedition marching from Araca, with the 
intention of throwing a fresh supply of provisions 
into the besieged city of Antioch, and that wicked 
girl was on her way to Antioch to tell them the news, 
so that the Turks in Antioch, acting on the intelli- 
gence, might, as they did last night, make a sudden 
attack on our lines, and so, by means of the confusion 
thus produced, assaulted as we should have been from 
the garrison soldiers on the one side, and by the 
soldiers of Corbohan from Araca, on the other, not 
be able to prevent the convoy of provisions reaohing 
the besieged city. By arresting the unbelieving 
woman, I had deprived the Antioch Turks of infor- 
mation that would have been useful to them ; and, at 
the same time, I had gained for the Christians infor- 
mation, which, if acted upon, would not only have 
inflicted great loss on the enemy, but would also have 
obtained for us, famishing Christian soldiers, that of 
which we stood so much in need, an abundant supply 
of food.” 

“ You conducted yourself, in that instance, worthy 
of your ancient reputation as a practised warrior,” 
remarked the bishop ; “ but why were not the Turks, 
as you had planned, defeated ? and why were not the 
provisions procured ?” 
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“ Why were they not ?” said the indignant Guy of 
Mascon, unable to restrain his rage, “ because, as I 
have already told you, we have in our camp the most 
infernal villains in the universe ; because there are 
to be seen in the very midst of us miscreants who 
wear the Cross on their shoulders, but who should, if 
they met with their deserts, be plunged into caul- 
drons, and boiled to death; because there are 
wretches, who pretend to be saying their prayers to 
our God, and yet who are heart and soul worshippers 
of Mahomet and Mammon. Why did not my plan 
succeed ? Because a skulking spy heard as plainly 
as one of my own soldiers what the wicked Mahom- 
medan woman had said, and he must have conveyed 
the intelligence both to the garrison at Antioch, and 
the Turks marching from Araca, and so prevented us, 
Christians, as we were prepared to do, to give them 
battle, and, of course, to slaughter every living man 
amongst them. ,, 

“ And whom do you suspect to be the spy who, 
disguised as a Christian, gives information of what 
is passing in the Christian camp to the Turks ?” 
asked the bishop. 

“ Ah ! I know who I suspect,” replied Guy ; “ but 
I do not know who he is ; for T have never seen him 
from that day to the present. Be assured, if I do 
meet with him again, he shall not be a quarter of an 
hour afterwards alive ; for I hope to place him at 
once before you, and once you have looked at him, 
then to pass my sword-blade between his head and 
his shoulders.” 

“Oh! Guy, Guy,” said the bishop, “you must 
take care that your zeal does not mislead you — that 
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you do not sacrifice an innocent man to an unjust 
suspicion.” 

“ I shall take care that a man I know to be guilty 
does not escape,” answered Guy, “ The circum- 
stances I refer to could not be betrayed to the enemy 
but by the villain to whom I allude. He was the 
only one that could, by any possibility, know what 
passed on the banks of the Orontes. No other could 
have heard of it. None, I am sure, heard but my 
own soldiers, and I know every man of them. They 
are all pure Christians — all, heart and soul, true 
Crusaders — willing every one to lay down his life, 
so that he may advance, by the sacrifice, the holy 
cause in which he is engaged, even by a single inch. 
No, no ; there was but one spy and one traitor on 
that day — that I am sure of ; and that man, when 
next we meet, shall lose his life, or I mine — he shall 
receive the fitting punishment for his misdeeds, or, 
by my death, escape. Oh ! that this hand, old and 
feeble as it is, were but for five minutes on the unbe- 
liever’s throat. What an example I would make of 
him to other villains like himself, who are at this 
moment in our encampment.” 

“ Other villians !” exclaimed the bishop, “ then 
dost thou really think there are others amongst us as 
bad as the man thou describest?” 

“ Other villains, forsooth !” replied Guy ; “ why, 
my Lord Bishop, the camp is swarming with them ; 
and I doubt — pardon me for my boldness — if you 
should any longer wink at the iniquity which I 
may say, is practised under your own eyes.” 

“Proceed, Guy, proceed,” gently remarked the 
bishop ; “ I like to hear thee talk thus. It is the 
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duty of an honest man to warn his superior of any 
laxity in manners that may have escaped his own 
observation, or that may be attributable to his supine- 
ness. Proceed then, Guy — speak out frankly not 
only all thou knowest, but all thou tbinkest, and all 
that thou hast good cause to suspect is an evil tole- 
rated, allowed, or sanctioned, or practised in the 
midst of us.” 

“So encouraged, my Lord,” said Guy, “I will 
speak candidly and plainly to you of what I can 
prove to be great evils in our Christian encampment. I 
can make it as plain as that I am now speaking, that 
we live in the midst of thieves, and traitors ; and 
both hitherto have escaped observation, much less 
detection, because they are supposed to be — what 
they are not — Crusaders. Your lordship is aware of 
the outrage that was last night committed on the 
Christians encampment. It was attacked by three 
distinct bodies, all carrying on the same mode of 
warfare. !fhe first was a body of horsemen, that 
contented itself with discharging missiles at our 
soldiers ; but that body never passed the entrench- 
ments. The second was . composed of a hundred 
Agulani , whose main purpose, I believe, was to 
take the Lady Gunhilda prisoner ; and who, having 
succeeded in that object, retired as speedily as they 
had advanced, No one suffered by their assault, but 
a young Irish knight, Philip of Brefney, who now 
lies in his tent, greatly contused, but not dangerously 
wounded. The third was composed of seven hundred 
horsemen, who employed themselves in pillaging the 
tents, and slaying whatever women and children 
they encountered. Well, my Lord and Bishop, I am 
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happy to tell you, that of the seven hundred wretches 
that crossed into our entrenchments, who employed 
themselves in the pillage of the camp, and in the 
murder of helpless women and unoffending children, 
there has not one — no, not a single man — returned 
alive to Antioch. I had the satisfaction this morning 
of presiding at the decapitation of the seven hun- 
dred dead bodies ; their heads are now on poles, so 
as that they may been seen by their comrades in 
Antioch. Of these seven hundred heads, there has 
been a tithe of seventy appropriated to you, as a 
demonstration how anxious the Crusaders are to 
avenge the wrongs of those who are peculiarly con- 
fided to you care,” 

“ Thanks,” said the bishop, “ for your tithe offer- 
ing. Say to the brave soldiers engaged in defeating 
the invaders of the women’s tent, they shall have this 
day distributed amongst them by me seventy marks of 

gold.” 

“ I am sure,” replied Guy, “ they will feel grateful 
to you for your generosity ; but here my Lord, is the 
proof that there are theives, at the least — as I think, 
traitors — in the midst of us. The tents were robbed. 
The Turks, by whom the robbery, in the first instance, 
was committed, have been slain. Not one of them 
has lived to carry off the spoil ; and yet the spoil is 
concealed ! Not an ounce of gold, of any description 
was to be found on the body of a dead Turk, when 
each corpse was examined this morning — whether it 
lay within the encampment, or in the ditch, or on 
the plain outside ; and yet, as it must be known to 
your lordship, the tent of the Lady Gunhilda alone 
was filled with gold, and silver, and priceless gems. 
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and ornaments more precious by their make and the 
cunning skill with which they were contrived, than 
on account of the rich materials of which they were 
composed. Now, all these have disappeared — there 
is not a particle of them to be found in any part of 
the camp. The Turks did not take them : the Turks 
did not take away even their own heads,” said Guy 
of Mascon, with a grim smile ; %i then who has taken 
these treasures ? — Who can have taken them but 
villains who are in the midst of us, and who are now 
unknown to your lordship and the princes and 
generals who head our expedition ?” 

“ Thy reasoning, Guy,” observed the bishop, “ ap- 
pears to me to be unanswerable. I agree with thee : 
the spoliators are in the midst’ of us. But who can 
they be ? It is not — cannot be possible, that any 
man who duly prepared himself for this great and 
holy pilgrimage — who, before he assumed the cross, 
and girt himself with the sword as a soldier of Christ 
had fortified himself with the sacraments ; — it is not 
possible any such can now have fallen so low, and 
become so base, as to sell his hopes of salvation in 
order that he may unduly possess himself, for a few 
years, or days, or perchance hours, of the property of 
another.” 

“ The true Crusader at Clermont,” said Guy of 
Mascon, “ is still a Crusader at Antioch. No man 
who has ever shot an arrow, levelled a lance, or drawn 
a sword against the infidels, has dishonoured the cross 
on. his right shoulder, by permitting his hand dis- 
honestly to grasp any property belonging to a 
brother Christian. No, no ; the wretches are not to 
be found among those who fight your battles ; but 
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the wretches, I have no doubt, if sought for will be 
found to be some of those strong and able-bodied idle 
fellows who follow our camps, and live, or pretend to 
live, upon the alms of the benevolent. Beggars, my 
Lord and Bishop, have been allowed to swarm in 
hundreds in all parts of the camp ; and with those 
beggars there are pilgrims, of whom I will only say 
this, that if they are able to march along with us, 
they should also be compelled to fight along with us. 
Why should they be allowed to hang on the skirts of 
the Christian army when it is going into battle ? 
Why should they be so privileged, who, in a moment * 
of danger, are the first to run away ; and who, when 
we gain the victory, are the most active in gathering 
spoil, and the most urgent in seeking from the famish- 
ing soldier, as he rests from his day’s fighting a 
portion of his food ? Why, my Lord Bishop, do you 
tolerate those pilgrims trudging after us wherever 
we go ? why not force them to fight as well as wo 
do?” 

“Because,” answered the bishop, “their sins may 
have rendered them unworthy to take part in such a 
Struggle. Remember, there is no man rightfully and 
duly a participator in this enterprise, but the man 
who had previously obtained the sanction of his spiri- 
tual superior — the religious of his bishop, the layman 
from his priest: that he who is so prepared, and is 
slain in these battles, is, in the eyes of the Church, a 
martyr; and by his. pious death has purchased immor- 
tality, The pilgrim is almost universally a man 
performing a penance for some past transgression ; 
and unless we examine into the case of each, we can- 
not tell in what class of penitents he stands. He m^y 
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be one of the weepers (. Flentium ), whose duty it is to 
remain, during the time of divine service, outside the 
doors of the church, clothed in sackcloth, lamenting 
and groaning, and entreating of the faithful, as they 
enter within the precincts of the church, to offer up 
their prayers for him ; or he may be one of the auditors 
(Auditores), whose place in the church is in some 
remote corner set apart from the congregation, and 
on whose head the priest each day is to lay his hands ; 
or he may belong to the standers-by [Consist entium), 
who are allowed to unite in prayer with their ffellow- 
Christians, although forbidden to partake with them 
of the Ever-Blessed Eucharist. To whatever class of 
penitents these pilgrims may belong, to the first and 
lowest, or to the last and highest, still to each and 
all this heavy doom is assigned : they must go barefoot ; 
they must be thinly and poorly clad ; they must never 
ride on horseback ; nor travel in any vehicle ; nor wear 
rich garments — but are bound to weep in sackcloth 
and ashes. And if the crimes for which they are 
performing penance are of a grievous character, they 
must, as long as they live, abstain from flesh meat 
and wine, and fast every Monday, Wednesday, and 
Friday. How, then,. deal with those who may be 
performing various penances assigned them? How 
elevate them to the position of soldiers of Christ ? 
How dispense with the conditions enjoined upon them 
to enable them again to be admitted to the marriage 
feast of the altar ? How do that, when no man can 
be a true Crusader until he has received the Most 
Blessed Sacrament? I cannot make Crusaders of pil- 
grims whose penance is not completed.” 

“Ay,” remarked Guy, “but how know you that 
16 
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all are pilgrims who appear in the garb of pilgrims ? 
The pious, sincere pilgrim is entitled to respect : but 
the fault with us is, that we respect the garb , without 
knowing whether it conceals a penitent, a criminal, or 
an infidel, I have, my Lord and Bishop, been the 
dupe of one false pilgrim ; and I therefore shall, for 
the remainder of my life, look with suspicion upon 
every one who approaches me with scrip and staff.” 

“But why suspect that there is amongst us more 
than one false pilgrim ?” asked the bishop. 

“To be frank, my Lord and Bishop,” replied the 
blunt Guy, “ I am suspicious, because my superiors 
are inert. Our commander, Godfrey, is said to be 
as pious as if he were a monk. Admitted that he is so, 
then I wish he was as vigilant as a monk. There is no 
monastery but is open to the way-farer and the travel- 
ler — the sinner not less than the saint is alike seen to 
receive food and shelter at the monastery-gate ; and if 
he require a resting-place at night, a good comfortable 
spot to repose in is assigned him ; but let the stranger 
declare that he is a pilgrim, or let him say that he is 
a priest, then instantly the truth of his story is tested : 
it is ascertained who he is, whence he came, why he 
is at that locality at that particular time, and where 
he is going to, for the whole monastery is not thrown 
open to such a stranger at once, and without inquiry. 
If it were, the hospitality of the monks, I have no 
doubt, would be repaid by finding their treasure-chest 
despoiled of some of its richest altar ornaments, by a 
wandering, unbelieving, Berengarian vagabond. We 
stand, my Lord, in need of the same vigilance being at 
least exercised over our camp, that is employed in the 
care of a monastery. Our piety is not equal to that of 
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the monks, and yet every villain and every wretch is 
free to come in and go out from amongst us, provided 
only he pretends to piety ; if he assume the garb of 
a pilgrim, or a religous, or lays claim as a mendicant 
to our charity, he is challenged by no sentinel and 
examined by no officer ; and the consequence is, the 
most diabolical crimes are, with impunity, committed 
— aye, worse crimes than I have even yet hinted at.” 
44 Worse crimes !” exclamed the bishop ; 44 say not 
so Guy,*that worse crimes are committed in a camp, 
in every quarter of which prayers are regularly 
recited — piety, by word and example, constantly 
inculcated — and the Holy Sacrifice daily offered up.” 
44 Does your lordship recollect all the incidents 
connected with the battle of the Pharfar-bridge, in 
which we were first defeated, and afterwards ob- 
tained so signal a victory over our foes ?” 

44 No,” replied the bishop, 44 for I was then suffer- 
ing from a severe sickness, and all I know is, that 
there was a battle and a victory. Of the in- 
cidents I know nothing ; and I cannot, I must own 
to you, Guy, see any connexion between deeds done 
in the field, and crimes alleged to be committed in 
the camp.” 

44 1 shall endeavour,” said Guy, 44 to explain the 
connexion between them, if you, my Lord and Bishop, 
will have but patience to listen to the plain story of 
a blunt soldier.” 

44 Proceed,” was the only word addressed by the 
the bishop to the veteran warrior. 

44 Then thus it was,” said the gallant old man, his 
eye lighting up with all the martial ardour that ani- 
mated him when about to narrate the events of war. a 
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“ For the purpose/' continued Guy, “ of prevent- 
ing the beseiged from making constant sallies against 
our camp, it was determined to erect a tower which 
would command that gate of Antioch, from which 
those eruptions were made with the greatest facility 
from the e$emy. One day, whilst our men were so 
occupied, they were surprised by a sudden attack 
from the city. At one moment there fell upon them 
showers of stones, and javelins, and darts, and heavy 
beams of wood; and before they could either fly 
from the danger, or so form themselves as to repel 
with effect an attack, they were beset on all sides by 
their foes, slaughtered where they stood, or slain in 
the attempt to run away. They were followed by 
hundreds upon hundreds of Turks, who, as they 
persued, made each blow they inflicted still more 
bitter by the jibes and jeers upon Christians with 
which it was accompanied. In that disastrous rout 
of the Christians, we must, at least, have lost about 
a thousand men — a loss to us, the survivors ; but to 
t he slain themselves a gain, for they won the crown 
as martyrs. At the news of this disaster which first 
reached the ears of Prince Bohemond, he gathered 
together, as he rushed to the scene of carnage, fifty 
good, brave Christian knights. These knights were 
few .against such a multitude of foemen ; but few as 
they were, each was animated with the spirit, and 
excited by the self-same rage that inflamed the heart 
Bohemond at the carnage of beloved comrades. So 
disposed for battle, that each, as they went, invoked 
for himself and his fellows the aid of our Lord ; and 
in this manner, and with these thoughts in their 
mind, they came upon* the scene of conflict. The 
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enemy when they beheld so small a body of men 
advancing against them, were confident of completing 
their victory ; and with this intent they closed their 
ranks together so as to resist the charge of the 
Christian knights. The knights paused for a moment 
— it was but for ajnoment — it was to make the sign 
of the cross upon their forehead ; and then, with 
lance in rest, to plunge, as the arrow from the bow 
flies with a deadly and sure aim, into the opposing 
masses of the enemy. Nought could resist that 
charge — back, back, back, in despite of themselves, 
the boastful enemy was driven to the river, across 
which the only means of escape was the Pharfar- 
bridge. And then when the Turks came to that 
pass, awful was the crash — and frightful the uproar 
and piercing the screams, as fugitive impeded fugi- 
tive in his flight upon the bridge, and some were 
slain with the lance, and others with the sword, and 
others by their fall down the precipitous steep to the 
river, and more were smothered in the waters of the 
Orontes. And as the knights thus drove them back 
to destruction, others of xmr men come to their aid, 
and rendered that destruction more sure by shooting 
or knocking down those who clung to the columns of 
the bridge, or had escaped to the opposite bank by 
swimming. The slaughter of those vile infidels was 
awful. The fair waters of the river, as they ran 
from beneath the bridge, were literally red with 
blood. Never, in any battle-field, was anything 
heard like to the clamours and shrieks of victors and' 
of vanquished, such as that day were heard around 
Pharfar-bridge. The arrows flew in clouds from the 
Christian ranks, and each arrow brought instant 
16 * 
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death or a mortal wound to a flying Turk, to one 
drowning, or seeking to escape from drowning. On 
that day the enemy lost not less than twelve of their 
commanders — those whom they call Emirs ; and of 
the common men their loss was at least a thousand 
in number. It was a glorious victory ; but it was 
followed by a great scandal, which I am about to 
narrate to you. Upon the day following this battle, 
some of the Turks crept out at morning dawn from 
the city, collected together the bodies of their dead, 
and buried them on the other side of the Pharfar. 
According to the custom of their country, they in- 
terred with the great men who had been slain, rich 
and precious ornaments, cloaks embroidered with 
gold, golden coin, golden-covered quivers, and 
golden-tipped arrows, and various other things which 
it is not necesssary to mention. Intelligence of what 
they had done reached the Christian encampment. 
And then what did some wretches amongst U9? 
they broke open the tombs ; they robbed the dead ; 
they mutilated the bodies of the dead. I fear to tell 
it — but I believe it. They did worse than mutilate 
the bodies of the dead.” 

“ Worse than rob and mutilate the bodies of the 
buried dead !” said the bishop, “ I cannot understand 
what worst crime thou canst suppose those persons 
to be guilty of.” 

“ Alas ! my Lord and Bishop,” said Guy of 
Mascon, “ I cannot only suppose a worse crime, but 
I can tell you of a crime — compared with which, 
this I have spoken will appear actually trivial.” 

“ Guy,” observed the good bishop, “ I begin to 
fear listening to you.” 
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“ My Lord and Bishop, there is a crime so horrible 
that human nature shudders to think of it ; what say 
you to men feeding upon the flesh of men ?” 

“ I believe,” replied the bishop, turning pale as he 
spoke, “ that such an atrocity has occurred more 
than once ; for I know something of the past history 
of the past world. But thinkest thou that famine 
itself could force a Crusader to do that of which thou 
speakest ?” 

“ I neither speak, nor suggest, nor think aught ill 
of any Crusader ,” replied Guy. “ My suspicions 
rest upon the pilgrims, that is, the pretended pilgrims 
— and upon the beggars, that is, the sham beggars 
that cluster in our camp, or about it. Since the 
spoliation of the tombs, there have been strong 
suspicious circumstances to show that the bodies of 
the dead are fed upon — and trifling incidents, not 
noticed at the moment, but since then reflected upon, 
make me believe, that the false pilgrim is one of 

those man-eaters — and it shall not be ” 

“ Vengance is mine , saith the Lord” 

Such were the words that sounded in whispered, 
but coarse accents, so close to the back of Guy, that 
he fancied he could feel an icy breath carrying them 
to his ear, and chilling him as they came. 

The old soldier stood paralyzed for a minute, with 
staring eyes, and open mouth, an emblem of horror, 
and surprise. At length he recovered himself, turned 
suddenly round, and in so doing, quickly drew forth 
his sword. His eye at once detected the opening 
in the tent, which was an entrance to the oratory, 
and instantly he dashed into it, perceived the pro- 
strate priest on the altar steps, seized him — forced 
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the frightened priest to turn round and look at him, 
and then without uttering one word more, he dashed 
out of the tent, as if a sudden fit of madness had 
seized upon him. 

The words that had produced so sudden a change 
in Guy, were unheard by the bishop, and hence the 
violent outburst on the part of Guy remained un- 
known to Adelmar. 

“ Alas!” he exclaimed, “ can it be that Guy is 
afflicted with insanity? He says things that are 
beyond belief. But let me pause ; may it not be 
that Heaven is pleased to punish us for our supine- 
ness, by the many evils we are now enduring ? 
There is a marvellous coincidence between the 
strange vision of the Antiochean priest and the 
strange assertions of the shrewd and valiant Guy of 
Mascon. Both required a rigid investigation. If 
true, ah ! then the guilty must be punished, and the 
camp purified. But how purified? Let me think: 
let me think. I have before me the example of the 
Latina major , instituted by St. Gregory the Great — 
the great priest, the great bishop, the great pontiff ; 
the great foe to the Greek tyrant ; the great 
defender of popular rights in Rome ; the great 
doctor of the Church ; the great benefactor to the 
poor. And then there are the litanice minor es } in 
which the mighty Charlemagne, thfe first Crusader, 
as we conceive him to be, took part ; and then, there 
are the processions of one, I may regard as my own 
predecessor, of Claudius Mamertus, Bishop of Vienna, 
by which so many evils were averted: and that are 
now universally practised by the Church upon our 
rogation days . But I must consult my brother 
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bishops ; and now,” said the bishop ; as he unfolded 
the rolls of the tent, and passed into the oratory, 
“ now for the first examination into the vision which 
this stranger priest has disclosed to me/’ 


CHAPTER XI. 

ZARA. 

In the midst of the hills that shirt one side of the 
city of Antioch, and not ten miles distant from the 
city itself, there lay the remains of an old fortifica- 
tion, placed in so bad a position — so accessible upon 
every point but one, where it overlooked a deep 
ravine, that it was passed and repassed constantly by 
the contending forces of Turks and Christians, and 
neither ever stopped to make it a resting-place, much 
less to occupy it as a military position. 

It was to this fortification that the fainting form 
of the weak and delicate Gunhilda was conveyed by 
Selim. He bore her within its precincts, and in a 
chamber that was rudely fitted up, he transferred 
her to the care of a Turkish woman, now either near 
or past the middle age of life, but on whose features, 
still retaining traces of beauty, were marked the 
impression of passions that had long been indulged. 
This woman wore a snow-white turban, which made 
her dark olive skin look still more dark ; her per- 
fectly formed person was covered with a pelisse of 
skin, trimmed with rich fur, and descending below 
her knees, beneath which were large white trousers 
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that were fastened at the ancle by thin bracelets of 
silver, so as to display a small and delicate foot, 
encased in silver-embroidered slippers ; whilst the 
waist was confined with a richly ornamented girdle, 
in which was inserted a silver-hilted dagger. The 
eyes of this woman were large, black, and dazzling, 
but their expression was marred by a frown, which 
never departed from the face, and cast its gloom 
over a small mouth, which never opened but to dis- 
play two perfect rows of brilliantly white teeth, 

Selim, without uttering a word, bore the senseless 
Gunhilda into the apartment where the woman was 
seated, and placed his captive on a couch before 
her. 

“ What means this V 9 asked the woman. 

“ Look there,” said Selim, pointing to the precious 
ornaments, with which Gunhilda was decorated. 
“ These are ours — take them whilst she sleeps.” 

The woman arose — handled the ornaments — pushed 
rudely the head of the senseless Gunhilda from one 
side to the other, in order that she might have a 
better view of her glittering coronet and diamond- 
gemmed collar ; and then, having satisfied herself as 
to their value, she looked at Selim, and said : — 
“ They are rare and fine; she is a Christian woman, 
I suppose.” 

“ Yes,” answered Selim ; “ why do you not take 
them at once? why not remove them whilst she 
sleeps ?” 

“No,” replied the Turkish woman, “I will not 
take them whilst she sleeps. I prefer to wait until 
she awakes. I shall then take them ; it will then be 
a greater pain to her to lose them, when she sees 
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herself despoiled of them by] a stranger, that she 
knows has no right to wear them.” 

“ It is a woman’s thought,” said Selim. 

“ And therefore more cruel, though not so base, 
as a base man’s base deed. Better for a woman to 
rob a woman openly, than for a man, with a sword by 
his side, to run away with a woman, and run away 
from men,” was the sharp and caustic reply of the 
Turkish female. 

Selim looked at the handsome, frowning face of 
her who thus spoke to him ; but there was a despe- 
rate scowl on her brow, which made him desirous to 
avoid an angry colloquy ; he therefore sought to 
turn away her wrath, from whatsoever cause arising, 
by the remark : — 

“ I have not thy wit, Zara.” 

“No, nor my spirit either,” replied the woman, 
not in the slightest degree soothed into a calmer 
temper by the compliment paid to her. “ He is but 
a miserable animal, who has neither the wit of a 
woman, nor the spirit of a man.” 

“ What wouldst have of me ?” asked Selim, galled 
by her reproaches. 

“ To be a man,” drily replied Zara. 

“ To be a man !” echoed Selim. “ I do not under- 
stand thee.” 

“ I am sure thou dost not — canst not understand 
me ; because if thou wast what thou seemest to be — 
a man — thou wouldst have long since fulfilled thy 
vow. That thou wouldst have done, instead of 
skulking and thieving about the Christian encamp- 
ment ; consorting one day with some miserable 
Greek, whom thou callest Alexander, and then plot- 
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ting the next with a ruffian mendicant whom thou 
never namest — and all for what ? to carry off a 
wretched, helpless, unoffending Christian woman like 
that poor creature, who is, I see, now struggling 
into a consciousness of her situation. There, run 
to her — help her — give her a draught of water; 
I will not ; do thou — a slave — woman’s work, for 
a free man’s work thou hast not the bravery to do.” 

Selim’s hand grasped his sword ; he half drew it 
from its sheath, when the woman bounded across the 
floor, and drawing forth her own tiny dagger, flashed 
its glittering blade before his eyes, as she said, in a 
bitter, jeering, gibing tone : — 

“ Thou hast made no vow to slay me, and there- 
fore, perchance, thou wilt do what thou hast not 
promised ; whilst that which has been promised still 
remains unperformed. To slay me would be to slay 
a Mahommedan woman. Thou hast not vowed to 
do this ; to slay some prince in the Crusader’s army 
would be to 'slay a Christian, and that the follower 
of Mahomet will not perform, because it is dangerous. 
But there may be danger also in- attacking me, and 
therefore I am sure I am safe from thee. Draw but 
thy sword, woman-stealer ! and this dagger shall 
have its point buried in thy craven heart ; come 
on — I defy thee — coward — slave — vow-breaker — 
recreant as thou art.” 

The man’s patience was exhausted. The rage her 
words had provoked burst forth, and rushing upon 
her, he wrenched the weapon from her hand, and in 
the struggle cast her on the floor, and his hand was 
upraised to plunge the dagger into her prostrate 
form, when suddenly he felt himself impeded by 
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Gunhilda, who rushing between him and his extended 
victim, so clung to his knees, with her arms cast 
around them as she fell before him, that he was 
unable to move. 

u Spare ! oh ! in mercy — spare her life,” shrieked 
the terrified Gunhilda. 

* Selim cast the dagger away from him, and then 
looking down at Zara, he said : — “ Thank this lady 
for thy life — for had she not interfered, thou wouldst 
now be amongst the dead.” 

“ I do thank her — not thee,” replied Zara, as she 
rose from the floor ; and then walking over to the 
spot, where the dagger had fallen, she picked it up, 
and coolly replacing it in her girdle, she continued 
her discourse by saying : — “ When next I draw this 
weapon with the intention to kill, I shall hold it with 
a firmer grasp.” She then turned to Selim, with 
the words: — “I have long believed thee to be a 
braggart, and I am now sure of it ; I have long sus- 
pected thee to be a coward, now I know it. Begone, 
fellow, and leave us, women, alone. Go — to your 
fitting associates, a lying Greek, and a canting 
beggar, and tell them of thy two last great exploits 
— that thou hast run aw^y with one woman in order 
that thou mightest rob her ; and that thou wast on 
the point of slaying another woman, because she 
used a woman's weapon against thee — her tongue. 
Go- — begone — unfit companion for men with hearts, 
or women with heads.” 

Selim saw there was no chance, for the moment, 
of calming the ferocious temper of the female who 
thus spoke to him ; and, therefore, without making 
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a single observation to her or Gunhilda, he quitted 
the apartment. 

The eyes of Zara were fixed upon him as long as 
remained in the room, and followed him as he walked 
slowly to the door. The expression in those eyes 
was unmistakeable : it manifested scorn, contempt, 
and defiance. As soon as he had disappeared, she 
walked hastily to the door, slammed it violently to ; 
and then placing a double bolt on it from the inside, 
she muttered to herself, rather than addresed her 
words to Gunhilda : — 

“ Worthless braggart ! vain, boasting hypocrite ! — 
always talking of his vow, and his paradise — of his 
chief on the mountain — and his seventy thousand 
saffron meadows. And I (!) believed in him, as I 
believed in — Augh ! They are all alike : all men 
are the same — all selfish — all base. They use their 
personal strength to tyrannise over us, to make us 
their slaves ; and we deserve it, because we are base 
enough to submit to them. All are bad ; and this 
base wretch’s only demerit is, that he is amongst the 
worst and most degraded of his sex. And I — oh! 
shame and curses upon my want of skill how to hold 
my weapon, have been disarmed by him, have lain at 
his feet — and he, the craven, spared my life ! No ; 
he did not — would not have done so ; it was a woman 
— this woman saved me from the woman-slayer. 
Yes, thou” said Zara, addressing herself to Gun- 
hilda, “ thou alone didst save my life from the rage 
of that ruffian. Thy name ?” 

Gunhilda, appalled by the scene of violence she 
had witnessed, and terrified alike by the words and 
demeanour of this strange woman, was unable, when 
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so suddenly end unexpectedly addressed by her, to 
give utterance to a single word. 

The silence of Gunhilda presented a new object of 
irritation to the violent woman, who, advancing 
hurriedly'towards her, and looking down upon her, as 
she lay weak and motionless on the couch, cried in a 
voice made shrill by rage : — 

“ Thy name, woman. I say — thy name, in- 
stantly/ * 

“ I am,” replied Gunhilda, in a weak and trembling 
voice, “ by birth a princess, one of the Anglo-Danish 
royal family who lately reigned in England ; by 
marriage I am the wife of Baldwin, Duke of Bou- 
logne, one of the chosen leaders in the army of the 
Crusaders, and now absent at Edessa, of which place 
I have heard he has been chosen as king/’ 

“ And knowest thou, that, by the fortunes of war, 
thou art now my slave ?” asked Zara. 

“I only know this,” meekly replied Gunhilda, 
“ that'whatever be the will of God, I am prepared to 
submit to it. I have taken up the cross to follow 
Him ; and He assumed the form of a slave to redeem 
mankind. I am happy to be allowed in any way to 
imitate^ His example- If I am indeed thy slave, I 
accept its duties, and will perform them. Command, 
and I will obey.” 

“ What ! in all things ?” said Zara. 

“Yea — even in the most menial offices,” replied 
Gunhilda. 

“ I know enough of thy creed to be aware that 
what thou sayest is but a vain, empty boast,” cried 
Zara, scornfully. 

“ Try me,” said Gunhilda, in the same gentle 
voice. 
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“ What is that bright, glittering bauble thou 
wearest around thy neck ?” asked Zara, whilst a 
lurid fire gleamed in her eyes. 

Gunhilda took a brilliant cross of diamonds which 
hung at her breast, and depended from a rich chain 
of gold, and kissing it she placed it in the hand of 
Zara. 

44 These are very precious stones,” said Zara, with 
a malignant smile. 

44 They are of great value : the gift was made to 
me by Duke Baldwin, upon the day I was betrothed 
to him, ,, said Gunhilda, with a deep sigh. 

44 Thou hast nothing, then, which thou lovest so 
much as this,” remarked Zara. 

44 No ; no earthly possession is so much prized by 
me as that,” replied Gunhilda. 

44 Very well; thou hast promised obedience — thou 
art my slave. Here — take this — trample it under 
thy foot,” said Zara, with a triumphant look. 

44 Not for ten thousand worlds !” cried the pious 
Gunhilda, shocked at this sacrilegious proposal. 

44 Oh ! ho !” said Zara, now in a triumphant 
tone, 44 1 told thee, woman, thou wast but a vain 
boaster : as vain a boaster as Selim. Thou hast said 
thou art willing to obey me in everything — and yet 
the first order that, as thy mistress, I give thee, thou 
refusest obedience to it. Knowest thou not that, as 
my slave, I can scourge thee — can mutilate thy 
limbs — can deprive thee of life, for refusing to yield 
to me that obedience which is my right ?” 

44 And all these things I am prepared to^submit to — 
will thankfully submit to, if they are to be inflicted upon 
me, for refusing to do that which thou now desirest. 
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Take this ornament — break it up — destroy the form 
in which those diamonds are set ; and then, whether 
individually or collectively, I will, if thou wishest, 
trample them under foot, or cast them away as if 
they were so many worthless pebbles ; but as long as 
they bear their present shape — as long as they are 
arranged as a cross, I can only look upon, and if 
permitted to touch them, kiss them with reverence.” 

“And why this difference between them in one 
shape, and in another ? They are still diamonds,” 
observed Zara. 

“ If you put the most common piece of wood into 
the same shape which these diamonds now have, I 
would submit to torture and to death, rather than 
treat it with the irreverence you suggest,” replied 
Gunhilda. 

“ And wherefore ?” asked Zara. 

“Because they are,” said Gunhilda, “in the form 
of a cross, and I cannot look upon a cross without 
bowing down in reverential recollection of the suffer- 
ings and death of my Lord and my God.” 

“ God !” said Zara, foaming now with passion — 
“ God ! there is but one God, and Mahomet is his 
prophet.” 

“ There is but one God in three Divine Persons,” 
in a meek but firm voice said Gunhilda. 

The snow white upper teeth of Zara pressed her 
red under lip with a violent compression, as she tried 
to keep down the rage which this calm answer, 
delivered in a meek voice, excited within her. Her 
struggle with herself seemed to be vain, for her eyes 
lighted up as if with a fierce demoniacal fire ; and 
she was on the point of giving vent to her irrepres- 
17 * 
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sible rage, when, fortunately for Gunhilda, the sounds 
of a horse’s hoofs were heard on the rough, rocky 
path* outside ; and Zara, rushing to the window, 
exclaimed : — 

. “ Ha ! the ruffian, I perceive, is away back to his 
comrades at Antioch, or the camp. And he has left, 
without a word of advice, or of counsel, of warning, 
of suggestion, or of command, this wretched Chris- 
tian woman alone with me. Alone with me! ! ! 
Alone with me, knowing well the abhorrence I enter- 
tain for everything that bears the name of Christian . 
Alone with me ! to do with her as I please — to 
maltreat her if I like — to murder her if I choose ; 
for here he well knows no human hand can come to 
her aid, and no human voice be raised in pity to 
intercede for her. 

“And why has he done this?” mused Zara. 
“Why has he taken this woman — this miserable, 
helpless woman, from the midst of her friends, and 
delivered her over thus as if she were a victim to me? 

“ Ah ! I see it all now,” exclaimed Zara, clapping 
her hands in her excitement. “The crime he has 
not the courage with his own hand to perpetrate, he 
hopes my vindictive hatred to Christians, and my 
ungovernable temper will combine to execute. 

“ Base, unmanly villain that he is, this last act of 
his serves to show how lost he is to all sense of 
honour, compassion, generosity, tenderness or feeling ! 
He. would make of me — I see it now — an instrument 
as vile — aye, even still more vile than himself ; for 
he leaves to me this weak, unprotected Christian 
woman, calculating that I will not only rob, but in 
consequence of some unheeded word spoken by her, 
be provoked to deprive her of life. 
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“ Oh ! base villain ! to despoil and murder her, 
who, at the risk of her own life, saved mine ! and he 
thinks I can do this. 

“Holy Prophet! am I, indeed, so utterly, irre- 
trievably fallen, that even a wretch like Selim can 
think so meanly and so poorly of me as to suppose 
that I shall, in a moment of fury, slay her who has 
saved me from death — an ignominious death, too ! — 
death by the hand of a boasting coward like Selim. 

“ It must not — cannot — shall not be — even though 
in the effort to restrain myself I should die. I will 
not accomplish what he so much desires. To spite 
him — I will bear all things from this unhappy 
woman — most hateful to me, even though she has 
saved my life, because she is a Christian . 

“Am I not right in thinking,” said the petulent 
and ungovernable Zara, turning fiercely upon Gun- 
hilda, “ that thou art a Christian ?” 

“ I am — thank God ! a Christian,” answered 
Gunhilda., 

“And I,” said Zara, “believe in the mission of 
Mahomet ; and therefore^am a foe to every Christian : 
it is my duty at all seasons, to hate the Christians, 
and wherever and whenever I have the power to 
persecute them.” 

“ And therefore,” answered Gunhilda, “ it is my 
duty to do all in my power to serve you — for our 
Lord has told us, if we would reign with Him in 
heaven, that as* long as we are in this world we have 
to do these things, for such are His own blessed 
words — “ Love your enemies, do good to them that 
hate you, and pray for them that persecute and 
calumniate you.” 
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“ Good ! good ! what dost thou mean by good ? 
asked Zara — “ wouldst pity an enemy if in thy 
power?” 

. “ As I hope for salvation, I would do so,” replied 
Gunhilda, u and I am bound by the words of our 
Scriptures so to act ; for they tell us : * If thy enemy 
be hungry, give him to eat ; if he thirst, give him to 
drink/ ” 

“ Words! words! and nothing but words! like 
those the craven hypocrite Selim uses, when he talks 
of his vow, and of his paradise of seventy thousand 
saffron meadows. Words to delude the ignorant, to 
blind the simple, and to cajole the foolish. Thou 
talkest so finely, and so generously, now that thou 
art in my power ; but how wouldst thou treat me if 
I were in thine ? the scourge would be for my back 
— the fetters for my feet — and, perchance, the stake 
for my body, because I would not eat of filthy pork, 
nor swill intoxicating wine, nor play the hypocrite— 
as I have known Christians do — pretending to be 
what they were not. Ah! I know the Christian 
dogs well,” added Zara in a bitter tone. “ They are 
all the same — pretenders and hypocrites : to be 
scorned as long as they declare themselves Christians; 
and only to be feared when they abjure Christianity, 
and practice the rights of genuine believers in the 
Holy Prophet.” 

“ Thou canst not regard with stronger scorn than 
I do,” observed Gunhilda, “ the base Christian who, 
for the attainment of any earthly good or gain, has 
renounced his faith, and become a Mahommedan. I 
hate and dispise him.” 

“ Good — good,” said Zara, a smile for the first 
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time resting, but not remaining upon her ripe, red 
lips. “Now thou speakest like a rational woman. 
Say it again — thou scornest the Christian renegades 
— thou hast said the words — repeat them — I like to 
hear strong words uttered by such a gentle, sweet- 
toned, small, delicate voice.’ * 

“I do,” continued Gunhilda “I scorn, loathe, 
abominate, detest, abhor, execrate them. They are 
most execrable villains ; they are unfit to live. Shame, 
and reprobation ought to rest upon them here, as 
eternal perdition is their inevitable doom hereafter.” 
“ Oh! this is excellent,” cried the impetuous Zara 
— “ always talk thus of Christians, and thou and I 
shall be friends;” and so speaking, she for the first 
time sat herself down during this conversation. The 
seat she took was on the same couch on which 
Gunhilda was reposing. 

“ I spoke not of Christians generally,” observed 
Gunhilda — “ I referred to none others than renegade 
Christians.” 

“Oh! renegades or not renegades, it is all the 
same,” said Zara, “I see no distinction between 
them.” 

“•The renegade Christian,” replied Gunhilda, “is 
no longer worthy of the name of Christian. The 
renegade, for some worldly object, abandons his 
God ; but the Christian, because he loves God, is 
willing to abandon all things in this life — riches, 
pleasures, rank, titles, aye — even life itself.” 

“ Words ! words ! words ! and nothing but words ! 
Thou sayest,” said Zara, the blood flushing her dark 
cheek, as she spoke, “ that the real Christian loves 
his enemies. We are foes to the Christians. How 
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do these real Christians treat our men and women, 
captured in war ? Do they not slay the men — mal- 
treat and make slaves of the women ?” 

“ Listen to me,” said Gunhilda, “ I am about to 
answer thy questions, not by professions of philan- 
thropy, nor even by quotations from our Scriptures, 
for these thou wilt say, are but i words but I will 
tell thee an anecdote, and the truth of it thou canst 
ascertain through the wicked man who has lately left 
me here.” 

“ Woman,” said Zara — “ be careful in what thou 
art about to say. I can endure few things patiently ; 
but that which provokes my undying enmity is the 
attempt to deceive me — to play false with me — to 
delude me by any well-contrived fiction, or by any 
false picture. Thou art warned — proceed new, if 
thou wilt. Thy safety dr thy death may depend 
upon thyself — whether thou narratest to me a fact, 
or a fable.” 

‘‘ What I am about to tell thee is as true, as that 
I am now speaking to thee,” said Gunhilda. 

“ I am an attentive listener,” said Zara. 

“I will not tell thee,” said Gunhilda, “what a 
Christian ought to do ; but I shall tell thee what 
Christians have done, and that, too, in the case where 
a Turkish woman was fairly made a captive in war.” 
“Fairly a captive in war !” repeated Zara. “Be 
cautious in what thou sayest — I have warned thee to 
be so. What have women to do with war, that they 
should in fairness or in justice be made to suffer for 
what they cannot prevent ?” 

“Thus it happened,” replied Gunhilda: “a 

woman, disguised in male attire^was wounded by our 
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soldiers, they supposing her to be a man. She was 
conducted, as a wounded prisoner to the Christian 
camp. She was there first seen by our chief Christian 
priest — the Bishop of Puy ; and he, recognizing that 
the person the soldier supposed to be a man was in 
reality a female — he, for the purpose of protecting 
this person — his enemy, tdo — from the possibility of 
being exposed to insult, for she was young and very 
beautiful — commended her to the care of the lady of 
highest rank in the Christian encampment. By that 
lady the young Turkish woman-was received, was 
cared for, was nursed, not merely in the lady’s tent, 
but placed in her own bed ; and watched with such 
medical care and skill, that the wound she had 
received was so perfectly cured, that a slight scar — 
which does not in the least degree diminish the 
young girl’s beauty — is the only trace that remains 
of the injuries she received ; but yet it will remain^ 
long as that maiden lives, a memorial that Christians 
do practise what they profess — that they love their 
enemies, and do good to those who hate them.” 

“ And all this is true ?” said Zara, doubtingly. 

“ As true as that I am speaking to thee,” replied 
* Gunhilda. 

“It is a very pretty, a very interesting — nay, 
more, it is a very moving story — if it be true. Poor 
young girl ! how she, with a true Mahommedan 
hatred of the Christians, must have felt her heart 
stirred within her when she found herself in the tent 
of the Christian woman — and so cared for, and so 

nursed ! and so But how am I to know all this, is 

true ? Nothing more easy than to invent such a story. 
Any one can invent a story, and swear to it as a 
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truth. If all this has occurred, it must have hap- 
to real living persons, and those persons must have 
names. Thou sayest the Turkish girl was kindly 
treated by the Christian woman ; how knowest thou 
this?” 

“ Because I have heard the Turkish girl herself 
say,” replied Gunhilda, “ that the Christian woman 
had watched over her with more than a mother’s care 
and tenderness.” 

“ Indeed!” said Zara, and a malicious smile 
gathered around her mouth as she said : “ Of course 
thou canst tell me the name of this good Christian 
woman.” 

“ I can,” meekly replied Gunhilda, as she cast her 
eyes on the ground, “although, in other circum- 
stances, I would be unwilling to mention it. The 
name of this Christian woman is Gunhilda, wife to 
Baldwin, Duke of Boulogne.” 

“ Thyself!” said Zara, still doubtingly. 

“ Myself,” answered Gunhilda. 

“ Good,” continued Zara, “ very good — a very good 
story of very good Christians ! — of the good Bishop 
of Puy and the good Princess Gunhilda. But we 
have not yet heard the name of the young Turkish 
girl. Of course it cannot be unknown to thee ; and 
thou canst not be unwilling to tell it. The name — 
the name — the name, I say, of the Turkish girl ; her 
name at once, woman. No hesitation— no stam- 
mering, now. What was the name of the Turkish 
girl? 

“Amine,” replied Gunhilda. 

“ Amine /” repeated Zara, and she bounded from 
the couch on which she had been reposing, as if an 
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arrow had struck her to the heart ; “ Amine l" she 
repeated, and her lip trembled, and the pallor of death 
seemed to come over her dark cheek; “Amine! 9 * 
did I hear aright ? Didst thou say Amine V 9 
“ I said Amine,” replied Gunhilda ; “ the young 
Turkish girl told me her name was Amine.” 

“ And dost thou know any more of her, than that 
her name is Amine V 9 asked Zara, now deeply moved 
by the words of Gunhilda. 

“ I do,” answered Gunhilda ; “ she told me that 
her father was a Christian renegade, and her mother 

a Turkish woman, and ” 

“ Her age, her age,” exclaimed Zara. 

“ I should suppose between seventeen and eighteen 
years ; but she also told me her father’s name was 
Feroz ; her mother’s name I do not recollect her ever 
mentioning.” 

“ She was right — she was right — she was right ; 
it is an accursed name, and should never be mentioned 
by the young and innocent Amine. Holy Prophet !” 
exclaimed the impetuous Zara, “ what awful destiny 
is impending over me ? Are my sins of temper — my 
ungovernable passions — my criminal, pitiless way- 
wardness, at last to burst forth in some tremendous 
punishment ? Oh ! Prophet, look upon me, and upon 
this woman — this Christian! Behold how thy fol- 
lower is abased in her presence. The same woman 
—the same Christian — has saved the life of Amine . 

9 

and the same, the very same Christian woman has 

saved the life of Amine’s wicked Oh ! marvellous 

destiny ! — oh ! most miraculous woman ! I have dared 
to call thee my slave ; but behold ! I am thy slave 
Here I cast myself at thy feet — I kiss thy feet. 

18 
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a m not worthy to kiss that life-giving, life-preserving 
hand; and, as the hapless woman thus spoke, she 
cast herself on the floor ; and as she uttered the 
words, she kissed the feet of Gunhilda. 

This sudden change in the manner of the violent 
woman alarmed Gunhilda. This impetuous outburst 
of humility was as terrifying as the ferocious, over- 
bearing manner which had previously marked the 
demeanour of Zara. Gunhilda tried to speak, but the 
shock she had received, combined with the fatigues 
of the past night, and the awful events of the day, 
overwhelmed her, and she fell back on the couch 
apparently lifeless. 

“ Wretch! accursed wretch that I am ! I have 
terrified her to death,” said the now miserable Zara, as 
she lavished all her care upon one that a few minutes 
before had been an object of abhorrence to her. At 
length her tenderness was rewarded by finding Gun- 
hilda fast returning to consciousness, and Zara, with 
all the tact of a woman, perceived that the sure way 
of not afflicting her, whom she henceforth determined 
to regard as her guest, was by suppressing her own 
violent emotions, by repressing them, and, if she 
could, preventing their open manifestation. 

u Lady,” said she, here is food for you ; here, too, 
is wine ; I have found it in the caveB of this old 
ruined castle, and although I taste it not myself, I 
am aware that Christians who partake of it declare 
it to be very refreshing, and therefore I pray you 
imbibe it, for you require strength, and this, I 
believe, will impart it to you. There, that is Well ; 
I know what you must wish for most is to be released 
from this captivity, and restored to your friends ; be 
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sure I shall aid you to the utmost of my power. 
Of my power ! Curses on them,” exclaimed Zara, 
in a sudden outburst of passion, “ what power has a 
Mahommedan woman ? We are the slaves of men > 
we dare not stir abroad without their permission; we 
are as degraded as if we were animals without mind, or 
heart, or feeling. My power, forsooth ! Alas ! lady, 
I have none ; but I have a woman’s wit, and with its 
aid alone I think I can overmatch the vain, boasting, 
craven Selim. But hist ! hist ! I heard the sound as 
of a horse riding at full speed, and there is, too, in 
the air those confused, whispering, indistinct noises 
which precede the advance, by miles, of a large body 
of men marching in military array together. Pardon 
me, lady, for leaving you thus alone, I do it for your 
good, as I am now as watchful for your safety as I 
was before indifferent to it.” With these words Zara 
left the room. 

Gunhilda rose from the couch on which she had 
been resting, and taking her diamond cross in her 
hand, she knelt down and prayed, as the pious pray 
when they 'have escaped from imminent peril. 


CHAPTER XII. 

THE CONTRAST. 

“Well,” said Zara, as she confronted Selim, 
when he was on the point of guiding his panting 
horse within the crumbling walls of the ruined forti- 
fication, “why didst leave so abruptly, and why 
return so soon ?” 
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“ I left," said the dogged, sullen-looking Selim, 
“ because of thy temper, and I have returned, because 
intelligence has reached me, through the mendicant, 
that the individual doomed by me to destruction — 
Swein, Prince of Denmark, with his betrothed bride, 
the fair Florine, are now fast advancing in this 
direction, towards Antioch, and there is the proba- 
bility they may even pass by this place, perhaps, by 
some lucky chance, fix upon this fortress as their 
head-quarters for the night. If they should, none 
know better than thee, for I have shown thee all its 
secret subterranean passages, how very easy it would 
be for me to inflict death upon one or both Swein 
and Florine if I choose, and at the same time secure 
v my own safe escape." 

“ Safety* and escape !” cried Zara, with affected 
surprise ; “ are these fitting words in the mouth of a 
devout Ismaelian ? Why, that which I supposed 
thou was ever most anxious to attain was to see thy 
knife in the destined victim's heart; and then to lose 
thy own existence, so that thou mightest at once 
ascend to Paradise and disport thyself in one of the 
seventy thousand saffron meadows or topaz galleries, 
expressly and exclusively reserved for the enjoyment 
of a courageous and resolute Fedai." 

“ And I say nought now to the contrary," still 
doggedly answered Selim. “ My vow is one thing ; 
the fact that this place affords great facilities for a 
murderer to escape is undeniable. There is no 
inconsistency and no shrinking on my part, when I 
declare, that come life, come death, I will execute 
my vow when I can, where I can, and how I can, and 
with this intention I have now returned. But where 
is the woman I conveyed here ? Not dead, I hope. 
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“Why suppose that the woman thou left living 
should be dead ?” asked Zara. 

“ Because no man nor woman either is safe in life 
or limb in thy society for half an hour. Thy temper 
is like the burning blast in the desert, it rises up no 
one knows why or whereupon, and scorches, as it 
rushes along, everything, animate or inanimate, that 
it touches in its devastating career.” 

“ Thou speakest the truth, Selim,” said Zara, “al- 
though truth from thy lips sounds like falsehood. 
And so thou left the Christian woman in the hope 
that my passionate temper, combined with hatred of 
Christianity, might lead me to slay her. What harm 
had this woman done to thee or thine that thou 
shouldst wish her dead ?” 

“ I had no wish or thought of the kind. So little 
did I desire her death, that I did not contemplate 
leaving her with thee alone until thy bitter words 
drove me away. I desire her to live, because she is 
a woman of the highest rank, and my hope is to 
receive, for her safe return, an enormous ransom.” 

“ And was this thy own idea, or was it suggested 
to thee' by another, to capture a woman in order 
that thou mightest sell her back to liberty ?” asked 
Zara. 

“ It was not my idea. I had no such plan in my 
head when I went forth with Baghi Sian and the 
Greek to capture a beautiful young Turkish female/ 
“ And knowest thou the name of that young 
female, and in what relation she stood to the Christian 
woman?” asked Zara, suppressing, as well as she 
could, every appearance of emotion. 

“ I know nothing at all on the subject, but that I 
18 * 
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found the two women together, and Baghi Sian being 
unhorsed, I ran away with one woman and the Greek 
with the other ; and I conceived I had the better of 
the two, for the one I took had jewels upon her, and 
the Greek told me to* keep her safe and I would be 
sure to get a good ransom for her.” 

“ And dost know why the Greek ran away with 
the young girl ?” asked Zara. 

“ Oh ! yes, it was because Baghi Sian desired to 
have a young wife. I suppose she is now safely im- 
mured in Antioch,” replied Selim, wondering at the 
calm interest with which Zara listened to what he 
regarded as a very commonplace incident. His 
admiration was destined to be of very brief duration. 

“Oh! villain! villain!” she exclaimed, “and 
therefore fitting associate for villains, and apt tool 
for miscreants — canst thou thus speak coolly and dis- 
passionately to a woman — to one that thou knowest 
has been a mother — canst speak to her, as if it were 
a harmless freak? This outrageous ruffianism to- 
wards two unoffending women — the one a Mahom- 
medan, the other a Christian ? Holy Prophet ! these 
are the deeds of thy followers ! How can I tell, base 
wretch, but that her whom thou hast aided in thus 
bearing away to an old and wretched miscreant, like 
Baghi Sian, may not be my own child— my poor 
Amine ?” 

“Ah! now I think of it,” said Selim, “I believe 
this girl’s name was Amine .”* 

“ Alas ! alas !” cried Zara, her rage being extin- 
guished in her horror and grief. 

“ But then,” said Selim, endeavouring to soothe 
her, “ there are, you know, a hundred thousand 
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Amines; and your daughter Amine was only five 
years of age, and this girl, I am sure, was seven- 
teen, and therefore could not be your daughter ” 

“And therefore may — I am almost sure is my 
daughter,” said Zara. “ Selim, thou knowest me 
well. There was a time when I thought differently 
of thee than I do now. But in one thing I have 
never changed — my hatred to falsehood. A false 
husband — false to his own God, and false to mine, 
made me abandon home, son, and daughter, sooner 
than breathe the same air with a perjured renegade. 
I have committed great crimes — but I am still a 
woman and a mother . True, I have abandoned my 
duties; but the instincts of a mother for her own 
child are still strong in my heart : and to save that 
child I am willing to sacrifice not merely myself, but 
the whole world beside. Now, mark what I say to 
thee, for it is as true as every word written in the 
Holy Koran. Repair the wrong thou hast done — 
restore to me my child uninjured, and I shall be thy 
slave — thy abject, meek, humble, uncomplaining 
slave. Observe, I promise it, and I will do it. Back, 
back, back, then, to Antioch — seek out Amine — 
rescue her — bring her here — let me look on her, 
though she shall never know who I am. Oh ! do this 
for me, Selim, and I will kneel down and bless thee. 
But refuse to do what I ask, neglect to do it, or pre- 
tend to do it and then leave it unperformed — then, 
Selim, as sure as thou art a living man, I will slay 
thee. That, too, I promise ; and by the Prophet I 
will do it. Now, take thy choice ; have me as a help- 
mate, even though it be in wickedness, or thy sworn 
mortal foe. Restore to me Amine, or let her become 
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the slave of Baghi Sian. Choose thy fate : it is in 
thy own hands. Back, back then, I say, to Antioeh 
— at once , if thou wonldst save Amine.” 

“But my vow, — the Danish Prince,” said Selim, 
confounded by the violence and energy of Zara. 

“ I tell thee thou shalt never live to perform thy 
vow, if thou wilt not do what I command thee,” re- 
plied Zara. “ Thou hast postponed for thine own 
ease the fulfilment of thy vow until now; postpone 
it a little longer for my satisfaction. The life of 
another is at all times at thy command, if thou art 
prepared to lose thine own.” 

“But the princess — the ransom,” stammered forth 
Selim. 

“ The princess ! the ransom !” repeated Zara, with 
a bitter, sneering tone. “ Oh ! this accursed thirst 
for gold ; what signify fifty princesses, and fifty hun- 
dred ransoms, compared with the innocence of my 
child ? The princess has been as a mother to Amine ; 
the princess has been her best friend ; and thou her 
worst enemy. The princess, ransom or no ransom, 
shall be, I swear it, returned safe to her friends. But 
I will not oppose thy obtaining a ransom for her if 
thou canst ; but ransom or no ransom — I repeat it — 
she shall remain unharmed. This, I tell thee plainly ; 
but in order that thou mayest not fear that advantage 
shall be taken of thy absence, to carry out my reso- 
lution as regards her, I tell thee, that here she shall 
remain until thou hast returned. This, too, I prom- 
ise, and I will do it. If I am alive she shall be here 
and (as she is now) in thy power, when thou hast 
come back, whether it be with Amine or without her. 
Away, then, away ! Away ! quickly to go — speedily 
und happily to return.” 
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44 1 go,” replied Selim, 44 because I know thou hast 
ever been faithful to thy word. Observe — the prin- 

cess shall be here when I return. ” 

44 Aye, and I too shall be here,” said Zara, as she 
saw Selim again mounting his horse, and riding off — 
44 and so shall this dagger ; and if my child has been 
lost through thy baseness, this same dagger, which 
for thy sake I will now imbue with a deadly poison, 
shall be also here, and in thy base heart.” 

So thinking, rather than speaking aloud, Zara re- 
turned to the room in which she had left Gunhilda, 
and found her captive buried in profound repose. 

Zara stopped to look at the sleeping lady ; and 
whilst contemplating her, was herself, not less than 
the object of her contemplation, a picture. Upon the 
couch, stretched at full length, lying sideways, with 
her back to the light, and her face directly fronting 
Zara, lay Gunhilda, in sleep — as calm, as deep, as 
gentle, and as profound, as that of an infant. Her 
fingers were touching each other as she lay, as if the 
clasp of devotion had been released by slumber, and 
as if her last thought and her last word had been a 
pious aspiration. Her fragile, weakly form, her daz- 
aling white, almost transparent skin, indicated the 
existence of infirmity of constitution ; and the pink 
that concentrated like a fallen rose-leaf upon both 
cheeks showed that consumption had set its seal upoii 
her ; the smooth forehead, the calm brow, the 
gentle opening mouth, that even in sleep was almost 
a smile, afforded the proof that she who thus lay in 
repose had passed through life with no evil passion 
Btirring at her heart, and no wicked wishes breaking 
in upon her soul. It was the sleep of a Christian* 
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whose last word was an invocation, and whose first 
wakening thought would be a prayer. 

And so lay Gunhilda in sleep ! 

Zara stood erect as she looked upon her. There 
was the fair beauty of the west in its decline — and 
here a beauty of the east in its rapid decay — bearing 
with it all the emblems of the terrible passions with 
which it had permitted itself to be consumed. There 
was the fire of anger in the eye — of scorn upon the 
scowling brows — of hatred and revenge in the com- 
pressed lip — and, although there was the beauty of 
form still in all these, their combined expression 
served to render their possessor an object of awe or 
of fear, but not of love, of tenderness, or of reverence. 

The blinding passion of self-love could not disguise 
from Zara the contrast between herself and Gun-; 
hilda ; the calmness of innocence in the one — the 
turmoil of sin in the other ; and as she looked long 
and earnestly upon Gunhilda, and then began to 
think of herself, the suggestion at length arose to 
her mind, what could be the reaeon of this contrast 
between them? She believed that she possessed 
within herself all those instincts which make women 
most admirable — devotion — tenderness — generosity 
— a love for what is good — a contempt for what is 
mean, base, or evil, She had, she was sure, in her 
own heart, all those qualifications which Gunhilda 
exhibited in her conduct ; and yet there lay one, 
who, if calamity befell her, or death overtook ier, 
would find hundreds to sympathise with her, or to 
bewail her loss ; and there stood she— a wife, hug* 
bandless — a mother, childless — with none to care for 
her ; and if she died, that moment, not one to weep 
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for her—- the handmaid of a wretch, who was in 
intention an assassin, and in every day life a villain, 
who lived on plunder and associated with vagabonds. * 
The present rank of the sleeper was equal, if not 
snperior to that which she had inherited — the present 
condition of her who was awake was inferior to that 
in which she had been born, whilst her own life — 
her conscience told her — had degraded her. Placed 
both before the world, the one would be admired, 
whilst the other would be loathed and despised. 
Why was this? Was it — and Zara asked herself 
the question — was it because the one had been 
reared a Christian, and the other a Mahommedan? 

The question puzzled her. Her own ignorance 
bewildered her — and the prejudices with which she 
had been educated deluded her. This she knew— 
this she was certain of: that the duty which she as 
a Mahommedan had neglected — Gunhilda, a stranger, 
and as a Christian , had performed — and that too, 
with respect to one who was her own child — and that 
child — a young and tender female ! 

And as this thought came to her mind, gratitude 
to Gunhilda made Zara forget her own faults — and 
the bitterness that was in her heart was melted into 
tenderness and veneration for her who had -so be- 
friended her child ; and at last she burst into tears, 
as she thought her thanks to the sleeper, whom she 
Would not disturb by their expression. 

And so lay Gunhilda in sleep, and so gazed Zara 
upon her ; and as she gazed, so thought and so felt 
Zara. The sleep of the one continued; but the 
contemplation of the other was broken by the tramp 
of many horses, and the voices of many men. 
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Zara looked out — and she beheld on the opposite 
side of the bank — directly in front of the ruined 
fortification in which she was — on the wide plain, 
from which it was alone separated by the deep 
ravine, large bodies of horsemen. All were in 
military array — all wore helmets, coats of mail, 
breast-plates, back-pieces, and armour for the thighs, 
so brightly polished that they seemed, like their long 
oval shields, to be composed of molten silver. All 
were mounted on strong black horses with long 
manes and tails, and as they pranced along, their 
neighing came with an inspiring sound across the 
deep ravine. Zara perceived that these men 
marched as if they were in a hostile country ; that 
soldiers by two and three went scouring along in 
front, and on the outskirts of the main body, which 
held in close order together, and could not Amount 
to less than fifteen hundred men. Behind this main 
body she perceived there was uplifted a large black 
banner, on which there was painted or worked a 
white cross ; and behind this banner of th v e cross, 
there rode one hundred horsemen, all bearing two- 
edged, heavy-headed battle-axes; and in the centre 
of these she noticed there were two persons — a male 
and female — both manifestly of exalted rank. As 
she looked — she could perceive an order was given 
from the midst of the guard of battle-axe bearers ; 
for instantly, whatever were the words, she heard 
them shouted on all sides, and then there burst forth 
for a moment a clangour of trumpets, that ceased 
almost as soon as it had begun ; and the whole army 
that had been in motion, at the same moment halted. 

The group of the battle-axe bearers opened, and 
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out from amongst them rode the male and female side 
by side, and both advanced to the very edge of the 
ravine, as if they desired from that spot to look at 
the ruined fortification, out of which Zara was then 
comtemplating them. 

Zara could not restrain the expression of wonder and 
of admiration at the marvellous beauty of the strange 
ladjr she now looked upon. She saw before her, in 
the bloom of youthful grace and loveliness, a maiden 
of brilliant fairness, whose flaxen hair, at front con- 
fined by a light silver helmet with long flowing black 
plumes, descended in silken ringlets along her shoul- 
ders ; whose exquisitely formed person was enclosed 
to the waist in silver-ringed armour, so delicately and 
so closely worked that it seemed to be one mass of 
diamonds, and from this sprang forth what appeared 
a long wide-skirted flowing robe, of what seemed to 
be snow white satin, which nearly covered the whole 
body of the horse on which she rode. On the back 
of this captivating horsewoman was a silver quiver, 
in one hand an arrow, and in the other the thin silver 
rein with which she guided her steed. The maiden 
looked like an Amazon ; and the manner in which she 
kept in check the proud animal on which she rode, 
proved that she was accomplished in all the exercises 
of the field. Zara remarked that on the front of her 
silver armour there was a black cross, which, as it 
glistened with every movement of the rider, she sup- 
posed must be composed of precious stones. 

By the side of the lovely horsewoman rode a fair- 
haired youth, with golden helmet and snow white 
plumes : his armour was composed of ringed mail, 
and apparently gold, as was his shield, on which was 
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painted a white cross surmounting a crowned eagle 
His steed was white, and on his breast was a large 
glittering diamond cross. 

The young knight, on whose cheek was still the 
blush of youthful, generous manhood, seemed, as he 
rode by the side of the edge of the ravine, to address 
a few words to the maiden, to which she appeared at 
once to give assent. The young knight then turned 
round, gave a command to his followers in a loud voice, 
and in a moment afterwards the whole array of horse- 
men, as well as the knight and maiden, dismounted. 
The horses of the knight and maiden were led away, 
and then they knelt down a few paces apart from each 
other, and as they did, the dismounted horsemen, still 
holding their horses tight by the rein, stood by the 
side of each, and from all assembled there burst forth 
in solemn words, and in slow cadence, the melody of 
a hymn. 

Up to that moment Gunhilda had been sleeping ; 
but the instant the music of the hymn, entoned by 
more than two thousand voices, reached her ears, she 
started up, and, without once looking around her, fell 
upon her knees and joined, with her own sweet, deli- 
cious voice, in the distant song. As she did so, she 
perceived that Zara was still standing, and turning to 
her said, in a voice so supplicating and so earnest 
that it was impossible to resist her request : — 

“ For God’s sake, as you hope for salvation, kneel I 
—oh ! kneel down, and repeat the words after me ; 
it is the Bishop of Puy’s hymn.” 

And Zara did as she was asked ; and from both sides 
of the ravine — from knight, and maiden, and armed 
soldier — from Christian captive and unbelieving Ma- 
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hommedan — these words arose to heaven in solemn 
chant ! 

“ Hail ! holy Queen ! 

“ Mother of Mercy ! 

“ Our life, our sweetness, and our hope ! 

“ To thee do we cry, poor banished children of 
Eve. 

“To thee do we send up our sighs, mourning and 
weeping, from this valley of tears. 

“ Turn, then, most gracious Advocate, thine eyes 
of mercy towards us. 

“ And after this, our exile, ended, show to us the 
blessed fruit of thy womb, Jesus !” 


CHAPTER XIII. 

FLORINE. 

The solemn singing of the holy hymn had ceased. 
The last echoes of the words, repeated by two thou- 
sand voices, had died away, and then — but not till 
then — Gunhilda rose from her knees, and looked, 
across the deep ravine to the wide plain opposite ; and 
as she did so, she clapped her hands with delight, and 
exclaimed : — 

“ Thanks ! 0 Blessed Virgin ! thanks, for this 
gfeat favour which thy intercession has obtained for 
me; — for again, oh ! yes, again — I behold in this life, 
and in all her wonted loveliness, my dear cousin, the 
fair and gentle, the beautiful and the pious Florine.” 

“Is it possible,” asked Zara, “ that the beauteous 
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creature yonder, who looks more like a Houri de- 
scended from paradise than a mortal woman, is a 
kinswoman of thine ?” 

“She is my cousin,” replied Gunhilda. “ Oh ! the 
joy of again looking at her, though she knows not 
I am so near to her. Oh ! the still greater joy, if it 
were possible, to be close to her — to breathe the same 
air that she does — to hear her voice — to listen to its 
sweet accents — to be edified by her piety — to stand 
by the side of one on this earth, whose whole life 
proves she is destined to be a glorified saint in hea- 
ven. But, alas ! I am a captive, and from my prison 
window I can but look afar upon a happiness in which 
others may participate, but from which I am debarred.” 

Zara mused for some time when she had heard these 
words. She looked across the ravine, then up and 
down its steep sides — then seemed to calculate how 
long a time it would take to descend and ascend 
them ; and then she turned round and fixed her eyes 
upon Gunhilda, whose whole being seemed to be ab- 
sorbed in contemplation of the fair Florine ; and she 
saw that as the captive gazed at and watched every 
movement of the enchanting Amazon, her lips moved, 
now with an ejaculation either of admiration, of love, 
or of some brief prayer expressive of the thankful 
devotion that filled her heart, and agitated her whole 
being. And as Zara watched the demeanour of her 
captive, the thought of her own child arose to her 
mind, and she remembered that she who so longed\> 
see her cousin was the same generous woman who 
had nursed that child in sickness, and watched it into 
convalescence ; and then she resolved, if the object 
could be accomplished, without violating her own 
promise to Selim, to gratify the wishes of Gunhilda. 
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“ Lady,” said Zara, “ I am anxious to render unto 
you all the service that is in my power; hut my 
ability is very limited, for I am a Mahommedan 
woman, and I am bound by a solemn promise to 
retain you here, until the man by whom you were 
captured shall return. Such is my promise, and at 
the sacrifice of my own life, and, if need be, even of 
yours , I will perform it ; for though others have been, 
and may still be, faithless to me, I never will be 
faithless to them. A captive you are, and a captive 
you must remain until he returns. He will then 
seek to make a bargain with you — a base bargain to 
be sure — to sell back to you your own liberty, of 
which you have been unjustly deprived. I know not 
what may be his terms, nor whether you shall or can 
accede to them ; but this I do know, that ransom or 
no ransom, I will then — if this poor head and these 
weak hands can effect it — at the peril, nay, at the 
loss of my own life, have you restored to your 
liberty ; and this I will do in gratitude for your kind- 
ness to the poor, wounded, friendless, motherless 
Amine. ,, 

And as the stern, impulsive Zara spoke these words 
she burst into tears. Gunhilda uttered not a syllable, 
but, clasping her arms around Zara’s neck, kissed 
her on both cheeks. 

“Woe is me!” said Zara ; “ your stainless hands 
and your pure lips should not come into contact with 
the sinful degraded, despised Zara. But let me not 
think of myself, but of you . I repeat, I wish to do 
all I can to serve you, and yet not violate my pro- 
mise to Selim ; for that must be preserved, though at 
the sacrifice of the lives of us both. What, then, is 
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to be done ? You wish to approach to your kins- 
woman, Florine — to hear her voice — perchance to 
speak with her. And here is the danger ; for if she 
discovers you are a captive, she will not, supported 
by the armed force yonder, permit you to return to 
your captivity ; so that, if I should aid in your 
seeing her, I might so aid in your escape, and thus 
be wilfully a breaker of my own solemn promise. 
Violate it in any way I will not, and yet my desire is 
to oblige you.” 

“ Oh ! let me but go near to her,” said Gunhilda — 
“ and I will not ask to speak with her. Grant me 
but that happiness, and whatever condition you im- 
pose upon me I will t perform ; remember I am a 
Christian, and therefore ” „ 

44 Because you are a Christian I cannot rely upon 
you. Remember woman,” and here Zara’s innate 
hatred to the Christians made her for a moment 
forget not only her gratitude, but her respect for 
Gunhilda. 44 Remember thou art not the first Christian 
I have known — and that the one person I knew the 
most intimately w r as base, false and perjured — a vile 
renegade — a wretch who trampled upon oaths, and 
who only made a promise in order that he might con- 
vert it into an instrument, whereby he could injure 
the dupes who placed confidence in him. But pardon 
— oh ! pardon — this outbreak of a violent temper — 
one who has acted as thou hast done to a helpless 
stranger, cannot be like the vile Christian man to 
whom I refer — the violator of a promise once given. 
Promise me, then, not to speak to Florine — nor to 
do aught else that can lead to thy re-capture, and I 
will believe thee for thy own sake, and forget thou 
art — a Christian.” 
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“This world,” said Gunhila, “could afford to me 
no pleasure equal to that of seeing, speaking with, 
and again embracing the good and pious Florine ; 
but even that, the greatest of earthly blessings, I 
would willingly forego, if I could obtain in exchange 
for it that which would be to me the far more precious 
blessing of inducing you to look at Christianity as it 
really is, and not as it has been described to you, or 
such as you wrongfully suppose it to be. You are a 
woman : you feel within yourself all the noble aspira- 
tions which entitle you to claim in all things, except 
in mere brutal bodily strength, an equality with man. 
Does the religion that you profess so treat you, so 
regard you, so respect you? You yourself have 
more than once referred to the degradation of your 
position — as a woman — as the handmaid, the bond- 
woman — nay the very slave of man. And as you 
are treated, so are all Mahommedan women treated. 
And such was the condition of women in all parts of 
the world, until our Lord and our God descended 
upon earth, and taught mankind to venerate women, 
in the person of His own Mother. To whom, then — 
and ever since then, of all created beings — is the 
highest honour and the greatest reverence paid? 
Not to a man — but to a woman ! The very hymn 
you have heard recited is a hymn composed in 
honour of a woman, who, it is the belief of the 
Christians, sits on the most exalted throne in heaven 
— next to the Godhead Himself. Her and her in- 
tercession, her prayers to God, are sought after by 
all mankind — by kings, and Pope, and bishops, and 
priests — and the most glorious of saints are deemed 
to be those who, when living, most closely imitated 
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her virtues — her spotless purity — her marvellous 
humility — her boundless charity. Christianity first 
elevated woman to an equality with man — opened 
up to her all the treasures of heaven — taught man 
to love, to respect, and to cherish her, not as a bond- 
woman, nor as a slave, but as an helpmate . And 
this self-same religion, which first inculcated respect 
for woman as a duty, is now vilified by a woman ! 
Zara, Zara, I wish to see my cousin — it is the dearest 
wish of my heart — but I forego it, if you will not 
accept the promise I tender to you — and if you will 
not accept that promise upon the only condition I 
will tender it to you, and that is, on the faith of a 
Christian .” 

Zara was not accustomed to contradiction of any 
kind. Her wilfulness had hitherto met with no 
check, and the violence of her temper had over- 
mastered every opposition that had been offered 
to her, but here contradiction and opposition pre- 
sented themselves in a form she had never before 
encountered ; for both came from a weakly woman, 
unstirred by any passion, and unmoved by the 
slightest particle of selfish feeling. Nought that she 
could do, and nought that she might say, would be 
able to overawe, or shake, or turn aside the firm, but 
meek being, who now told her she was wrong, and 
who refused to accept a favour, except upon the very 
condition she had herself declared to be inadmissible. 
Zara knew not wbat to say ; but the natural goodness 
of a woman’s heart showed her how she should act 
towards one, who was completely in her own power, 
and who had befriended her child in the hour of 
need ; and once she saw the manner in which it 
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would be most becoming in her to act, she frankly 
and generously followed out the kindly impulse of 
of her nature. 

“Lady,” said Zara, “I am content with your 
words — I accept your faith as a Christian. I will 
not weary you by recounting my own personal 
wrongs, which have made the name of a Christian 
hateful to me. This I know, that you are good, and 
that you are also a Christian. I will, when I am 
alone, think over your words : for, believe me, they 
have made an impression upon me, because they 
come from one, in whose truthfulness I place con- 
fidence. Meanwhile, let us see how I best can con- 
duct you near to Florine, and, at the same time, 
prevent any accident occuring, that could interfere 
with the fulfilment of my promise to Selim. It will 
take us at least two hours to travel and return from 
the place where we now stand, to the plain on which 
I observe the followers of your fair kinswoman are 
about to encamp. You may perceive that the 
soldiers are already busily engaged in erecting tent- 
poles in all parts of the field — that already fires are 
lighted — and that the goodly company we see yonder 
intend to remain there for the night. The stream 
that runs along the bottom of the ravine is evidently 
the inducement for fixing upon the spot Aey have 
chosen as an encampment. The ascent on the 
opposite side is the great difficulty you have, in your 
delicate state of health, to overcome ; and therefore, 
it is that I calculate it will take us two hours to go 
there and return. On this side the descent is easy, 
and the ascent again not difficult, for I can guide 
you through the subterrranean passages, which 
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underlie the whole of this fortification down to the 
very bottom of the ravine, and in so doing, we shall 
cross, through their means over the water on the 
other side, because in one place the stream is lost in 
what appears to be a mass of rocks, but is in point of 
fact, an artificial bridge crossing the water, and was 
I believe, originally intended as a means whereby 
this place, if beseiged, could always provide itself 
with an abundant supply of water. Thus far all 
difficulties are removed ; but then comes another — 
how are we to approach the camp, and not be, at the 
same time, exposed to impertinent curiosity, or to 
gross rudeness on the part of the soldier? You, as 
a Christian, must know the manner and morals of 
Christian soldiers. Suppose we approach the camp 
wearing the mantles, veils, and mufflers of Mohom- 
medan women, who, when they go abroad, only leave 
the eyes without a covering, so that it is impossible 
to recognize them. Do you think, if we so approach 
the Christian camp — appearing to visit it out of 
motives of curiosity, that we could do so unques- 
tioned and uninsulted ?” 

“ Insulted, I am sure, we should not be : for every 
soldier opposite is a Crusader, and has imprinted the 
cross upon his shoulder to remind him it is his duty 
to raise his sword in honour of God, and in protection 
of the defenceless ; and therefore, for a Crusader to 
insult women — two unaided women — would be to 
violate his vow as a Christian.” 

“ As a Christian !” repeated Zara, with a sneer. 

“Yes — as a Christian /” firmly repeated Gunhilda 
— “ for if he were not a sincere Christian — deter- 
mined, at the sacrifice of his life, to perform his duty 
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towards God, man, and women, he would never have 
abandoned his home, his family, and his country to 
come to a distant land, and rescue from degradation 
the soil consecrated by the life, the miracles, the 
sufferings and death of the Son of the Virgin Mary, 
Insulted, I am sure, we shall not be — but questioned 
we probably will be, by the first outpost of soldiers 
we meet ; and they may either refuse us permission 
to pass into the camp, or they may send us from the 
outposts, direct to the presence of the Prince Swein, or 
the Princess Florine, in order that they may, if they 
choose interrogate us.” 

The plan thus proposed was executed ; and (as 
Gunhilda had anticipated) they were stopped by the 
first body of mounted horsmen who were patrolling, 
as sentinels on the outskirts of the camp. They 
were conducted, under the guidance of a soldier, to 
the presence of Swein and Florine; so that, in an 
hour, after Gunhilda had quitted the fortification, her 
anxious wish was fulfilled, and she stood in presence 
of her beloved relative. 

Florine and her betrothed were both seated close 
to a large fire, and beside them was a table on which 
there were wine and refreshments. Florine, as well 
as Swein, had exchanged their helmets for caps of 
velvet — each adorned with plumes. The black plumes 
of Florine were worn in honour of Denmark, the 
country of him who was to be her husband ; and a 
white plume waived in the cap of Swein, in compli- 
ment to his destined bride. Both were engaged in 
earnest conversation, when the guard approached 
them and said : — 

“ Two Turkish women wishing to see the encamp- 
ment.” 
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“ And I,” said Florine, “ have a great wish to see 
Turkish women ; for up to this time it has not been 
my good fortune to meet with one. Have I your 
sanction, Swein, for doing so?” 

Swein nodded an assent to the question, put to 
him with a smile which would have conquered the 
obstinacy of the most obdurate. 

“Ask me,” said Zara, “what questions you 
please.” 

“And your companion also, I hope,” said Florine, 
“unable to recognize Gunhilda under her disguise, 
and yet moved, she knew not why by the expression 
of the eyes that looked upon her. 

“ No not my companion,” replied Zara. 

“ And wherefore ? is she dumb ?” asked Florine. 

“ She is not dumb ; but she cannot speak, because 
she is under a promise not to do so,’’ said Zara. 

“ Enough,” replied Florine, “ a promise is a sacred 
thing, and never under any circumstances to be 
violated. Heaven forbid ! that for the gratification 
of any idle curiosity on my part, any inducement 
could tempt your companion to depart from it. But 
now let me ask you why are you and your companion 
so closely muffled up?” 

“It is the custom of our country. Christian 
women permit themselves to be looked upon by men. 
We, on the contrary, are never seen by any but the 
members of our own family.” 

“ Christian women are free worn m ; but the Ma- 
hommedans, I am told,” observed Florine, “treat 
women as if they were always children — to be petted 
or coerced at the pleasure or caprice of their hus- 
bands, fathers and brothers. Is that the truth ?” 
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“ It is the truth,” drily and angrily replied Zara. 

“How near are we to Antioch ?” demanded Florine. 

“About ten miles,” replied Zara. 

“ Ten miles to Antioch ! ten miles from the Chris- 
tian encampment ! Ten miles away from beloved 
cousin, Gunhilda. Didst hear that, Swein? Oh! 
to think that there are but ten miles to separate ine 
from Gunhilda, and then to think that these weary, 
foot-sore horses cannot be animated with my spirit. 
Oh ! if they were, there is not one of them but would 
forget its weariness, and each wish itself to be a 
Pegasus, so that wings might be given to it, to convey 
us with the greater speed to Antioch and Gunhilda. 
But, look — look — your companion is fainting. Here ! 
here ! help her. Swein fill out wine — let me hold 
her. Alas ! alas ! her eyes are closing. Wine, 
Swein, quickly — wine for this poor Turkish woman.” 

The unexpected mention of her name in such 
terms of affection by Florine so overmastered 
the feelings of Gunhilda, that she was on the point 
of fainting, when the anxious words of the fair 
speaker reminded her of the peril to which her re- 
cognition would expose all present— herself, Zara, 
Florine, and Swein. By a violent effort she re- 
covered sufficient strength and energy to whisper in 
the ear of Zara, that she felt she was unable to pro- 
long the interview. 

“Permit us to depart,” said Zara, “my com- 
panion is affected with sudden illness, and we must 
return to our home.” 

“Oh! do as you will,” said Florine; “I cannot 
tell you how deeply moved I am by looking at the 
eyes of your silent companion. They turn upon me 
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with, thd same expression of deep, affectionate love 
which I ever noticed in those of Gunhilda. J)o then 
as you desire. But you talk of home-~here — here is 
my best palfrey, place upon it your companion ; and 
as you may desire it, you can either walk at her side* 
or a horse shall be placed at your disposal/’ 

“ I thank you*” said Zara, “ generous princess, 
for your offer ; but we cannot accept it. On the 
road we have to travel horses would not be as sure* 
footed as ourselves/’ 

.“Indeed!” observed Swein, “ then where can be 
your habitation ? it must be a strange building, if it is 
like the road that leads to it, and a man can travel 
it with greater speed and safety than a horse.” 
“Prince, it is within your view,” replied Zara, “ it 
is there , and to reach it we must descend by one side 
of the ravine and ascend on the other. No horse 
could travel the path we shall have to tread.” 

“That ruined fortification the habitation of two 
women ! Is it possible that you can live there alone ?” 
asked Swein. 

^ Jdo not live there alone,” answered Zara; “the 
master of the household is now absent ; but I expect 
him to return this evening; and (here her voice 
faltered) I hope he will not come alone” 

“And I hope,” observed Swein, “you do not 
expect many of his race to come along with him, be- 
cause, if so, I shall have to send some of my soldiers 
to the fortification. An enemy might there post 
himself; and taking advantage of the position, con- 
ceal in the passages beneath its walls his men, and 
surprise us by a night attack.” 

“ There is no necessity for any such precautions,” 
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replied Zara ; “ the only one I expect the master of the 
household to bring with him is a female. As to that 
fortification, although there are many subterranean 
passages beneath it, and though it appears formidable 
when regarded from this side, it is so accessible on 
the opposite, that during the many months the siege 
of Antioch has now been going on, neither Turk nor 
Christian ever placed a soldier within its walls.” 
“There ! my beloved Florine,” said Swein, turning 
to his betrothed, and smiling, “ there you have the 
whole history of that strange-looking, old, ruined forti- 
fication. That which had, you said, sttch a strange 
fascination for you, is in the eyes of others so con- 
temptible that they would not post a soldier in it. 
Can you explain why it is that you wished us to pitch 
Our tents here , in order that you might gratify your- 
self by looking at that miserable heap of ruins ?” 

“ I can give no explanation,” replied Florine, “ex- 
cept this, that either when I was a child, or^ in my 
dreams, I seem to have seen that very castle ; and I 
know not why it is that I conjoin it in my thought 
with my cousin Gunhilda, either as having at some 
time seen her in such an old ruined castle^ or ad 
dreaming that I saw her there. And so strong is 
this unaccountable feeling on my mind, that to-day, 
when I looked upon it for the first time, I felt as if 
my cousin Gunhilda were gazing at me from its very 
walls. I know, dearest Swein, this is fancy— nought 
but a foolish fancy ; and yet so strongly did it take 
possession of my mind, that for a few moments I 
actually felt as if it were true. Besides, forgive me 
for troubling you with what are my weak superstitions ; 
but I cannot refrain from mentioning them, now that 
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I stand looking at those ruined walls opposite. It 
seems to me that I have known them long, and when 
I saw them last night in my dream they reappeared 
to me as familiar ; and I fancied that I saw Gunhilda 
appearing upon them, and her dress was as white as 
the drifted snow, and covered all over with sparkling 
diamond * , which somebody whispered to me were her 
virtue s; and I fancied she was preparing for the bri? 
dal of some one ; and as I gazed on her; I thought 
that you and I were borne by a cloud across that ravine $ 
and as we touched her hand, a choir of celestial music 
arose, and we all, hand in hand, went ascending up 
to heaven together. Now, I know very well that all 
such fancies as these are vain delusions, and we must 
pay no attention to them ; and this last one I certainly 
would not recount to you, but for that one circuit 
stance which you know, as well as I, to be true.: 
namely-^that I never could have seen those walls 
before, and yet they are, in their aspect, familiar to 
ipe ; and as I look upon them, I expect to see Gunhilda 
stand upon their walls, and as she does so, to invito 
us to partake of the joys she has won by her virtues* 
But see, this poor Turkish woman is again becoming 
ill. Pardon, oh ! pardon me, for my idle chatting. 
You shall be, as you wish, either attended to your 
habitation, or if you so desire it, permitted to ga 
alone.” 

“ Alone, if you please, and from this spot unattend- 
ed. We bid you farewell,” said Zara, as she aided 
the deeply-moved but still greatly-rejoiced Gunhilda 
in departing from the presence of Florine and Swein. 

The two women passed from the presence of the 
Priucp of Denmark and his betrothed, and from; 


Digitized by t^ooQle 



FLORIN E. 


233 


thence through the different sentinels that kept watch 
on all sides, and they were advancing close to the 
edge of the ravine, when Zara suddenly stopped, and 
pulling down her companion beside her on the ground, 
she put her lips to Gunhilda’s ear, and whispered in 
so low a breath, that her wishes were rather surmised 
than heard. 

“ Stir not, for your life, till I return. Breathe not ; 
cover yourself all over with your mantle, its colour is 
like the ground you lie upon, and will conceal you ; 
stir not until I return to thee. Silence— peace — 
hist !” 

Zara, as she spoke these words, threw the hood of 
her dark grey mantle over the white veil and turban 
and then crept on her hands and knees close to the 
edge of the ravine, and from thence she was able to 
perceive there were two persons seated on the ground 
conversing, one apparently young, the other seem- 
ingly old. At the moment she looked down upon 
them, they appeared about to rise, for the younger of 
the two was manifestly tendering his arm to his 
companion to help him up, an assistance which the 
other, with equal rudeness and vigour, declined, for 
he said : — 

“ Let thine hand help thyself, I can do without it ; 
the man who has not the strength to avenge his own 
wrongs, and to maintain his own cause, should either 
speak of forgiving his foe, or expect to be betrayed 
by his ally. I will do it, I tell thee ; not all the 
world, nor the world's wealth could purchase for her 
seven more days of life.” 

u But one so young so beautiful ” observed the 

younger man. 
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44 Her grandsire did not spare one more young and 
more beautiful.” 

44 Slay him and all his followers, and I shall never 
say you nay ; but she ” 

44 She shall die; how, when, or where I will 
determine. Mine eyes have seen her living ; not her 
days, but her hours are therefore now counted ; I 
shall see her dead. Vengeance is mine ” 

Zara could hear no more; the two men had 
descended the ravine. The younger of the two 
appeared to her either to limp or walk with extreme 
difficulty. 

The gloom of evening was fast descending upon 
the earth, and from the ravine was arising a 
misty haze, which rendered the forms of those two 
men so indistinct, that Zara could not recognize them. 
Their voices she had never heard before, but the im- 
port of their words was perfectly intelligible. They 
plainly referred to Florine, to Florine alone , and 
Florine was the cousin of Gunhilda, of Gunhilda who 
had been the Guardian of her own child. What, then, 
was to be done ? How preserve, or rather warn 
Florine against the danger impending over her, and 
at the same time not fill the heart of Gunhilda with 
the mortal agony of apprehension for the safety of 
one so dear, when she could not render any assist- 
ance. 

As Zara leant with a beating heart and a throb- 
bing brow, still looking down into the deep ravine, 
these various thoughts arose to her mind, confounding 
and perplexing her, as to what was the best course 
to adopt. At length an expedient, by which both 
objects might be attained, occurred to her, and she 
hurried back to Gunhilda and said : — 
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44 I wish to speak again to your cousin, the Princess 
Florine. I wish to tell her something which it is for 
her welfare to know. I wish her to believe that Bhe 
may place confidence in what I say, as much confi- 
dence as if it were said to her by you. Have you 
any ring or token which I may give her, so that she 
shall know I come for you. I pledge you my word 
as a woman, it is only for the good of Florine that I 
require this ; if you ask me what it is I desire to say 
to her, I must refuse to tell you ; sufficient it is for 
you to be assured it is something I heard since I 
parted from you.” 

“Your word is enough — I. believe you,” said 
Gunhilda. “I am sure your intentions are good 
when you declare them to be so ; but, alas ! I have 
no ring to give, and no token to confide to you but 
this : if she should doubt that you are authorized to 
speak for her welfare on my behalf, tell her that I 
desire to remind her how many 4 Hail, Mary’s’ we 
mutually promised to say for each other — a promise 
which none can know of but ourselves ; and if she 
still further seeks to try you, and asks how many, 
say, 4 One every day, but Friday ; and on Friday 
three.' ” 

44 Good, good,” replied Zara, 44 that will do, and 
now rest there until I return.” 

Zara hurried away, and was at her request again 
permitted to speak with the Princess Florine, whom 
she still found engaged in conversation with the 
Danish prince. 

44 Where is your companion ?” asked Florine. 44 1 
hope not ill, nor requiring aid from us ; if so, it shall 
be instantly rendered to her.” 
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“ My companion is well ; she is awaiting my return 
at the edge of the ravine. My object in returning, 
Princess Florine, was to warn you against the machi- 
nations of an enemy. ’V 

“ An enemy !” said Florine, “ I have no enemy 
but the Turk, and I do not require to be warned 
against his animosity. Swein and I have travelled 
thus far to encounter it.” ' 

“ The enemy that I would warn you against,” said 
Zara, “ is not a Turk, it is some one who is your 
mortal personal foe.” 

“ A personal foe !” exclaimed Florine, “ a per- 
sonal foe ! oh ! impossible — impossible ; I have never 
yet wronged a human being in thought, much less in 
word or in deed. Can you tell me who this person 
is that you suppose to be my mortal foe, for if he 
were the meanest beggar, I would count it no degra- 
dation to do any humiliating act that might serve to 
remove from his mind the impression that I ever 
intended to wrong him.” 

“ I know nought of him,” replied Zara, “ but that 
he appeared to me to be an old man.” . 

“An old manl my personal foe!” said Florine. 
“ Oh ! thanks ! thanks ! my good woman for saying 
that word. With whomsoever that old man may be 
angry, it cannot be with me ; for age has ever been 
most venerable in my eyes, and never havd I been 
wanting in respect to it, even when it was coupled 
with the most debasing servitude, or the most de- 
graded state of slavery. I have nursed the old, 
tended the old, never refused the request of the old, 
never lost an opportunity of bestowing every benefit 
that was within my power upon the old. No old 
man, therefore^ can be a mortal foe of mine.” 
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“The malignity of the wicked is not to be mea- 
sured by the generosity of the good,” remarked 
Zara, “ and I now recollect that this old man said 
something of your grandsire.” 

“My grandsire!” observed Florine, “my grandsire 
is long since gone to the last dread account which 
awaits us all. True it is, what has been said by Him 
who never erred, viz., the sins of the father shall 
descend upon the children, erven .to the fourth 
generation ; and if Heaven has so willed that 1 aih to 
be the victim for some sin of my grandsire, then I 
accept the sacrifice, and pray that my suffering may 
be the expiation for that sin, whatever it was, and 
win heaven for the soul now suffering in purgatory, 
until it be atoned for. I began my march to Jerusa- 
lem by a preparation for death. Each day is 
commenced by a preparation for death, and Swein 
and I are prepared for death before being allowed to 
see Jerusalem; it is only when Jerusalem has been 
taken, and the holy sacrifice is again offered up on 
the same spot on which the crucifixion took place, 
that we have agreed we are to turn our thoughts to a 
preparation for an earthly marriage. We are seeking 
death, not wedlock, in coming here. We both calcu- 
late on meeting, death, and not of escaping from it, 
and we are endeavouring so to live, that when death 
does, corfie — this hour, to-day, to-morrow, a year 
hence?— it shall not £nd us unprepared. Both desire 
the erown of martyrdom, but each fears not to be 
worthy *of it. If death should reach us, We look for 
it from the enemies of the cross, and not as emanat- 
ing from the malice of any private individual : that 
malice noither I nor he have done anything to 
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provoke, and therefore it is that I am sure yon are 
mistaken in supposing there is arrayed against me 
any personal foe.” 

“ I am sure I am not mistaken,” replied Zara. 
“ the words I heard could apply to none other than 
you, and now I say to you, be on your guard, let no 
stranger approach you.” 

“Ah!” said Florine, “my custom is to let all 
approach me, and beyond all others the poor* in 
order that none may be turned away, on whose 
behalf I can perform any one act of charity, be it 
great* or small, or indifferent.” 

“If the warning I now give to you came from 
your cousin, Gunhilda* if the request I make to you 
was uttered by her, would yon refuse it ?” asked 
Zara. 

“A request from Gunhilda would bo to me so 
much a command, that it would be my duty to 
obey,” replied Florine. 

“Then, in the name of Gunhilda, I entreat of 
you, whilst you are encamped here, to let no stranger 
come near to you. Be sure that the food placed 
before you is not tainted with poison ere you touch it* 
See that your tent be Watched by none but guards on 
whom you can rely ; but above all things, if an old 
man be found lurking about the camp, have him 
arrested, and retain him a prisoner until Jerusalem 
is captured. These things*” said Zara, “ I entreat 
of you, I command you to do, in the name of 
Gunhilda/* 

“ And how come you, a Turkish woman, to speak 
to me in the name of Gunhilda?” asked Florins 
“ IIow can I know that you are authorized to speak 
to me in her name ?” 
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“ Beoause she bid you do this, as surely, sbe said* 
as that you have performed your secret compact with 
her, and in accordance to which compact you have 
offered up for her, as she has offered up for you, 
since she last saw you, erne Sail Mary , every day 
but Friday, and on Friday three.” 

“Enough,” said Florin©. “I recognize in your 
words the voice of Gunhilda ; dear Gunhilda ! what 
thou wishest I will do to the utmost of my ability.” 
Zara hastened back to Gunhilda, aided her in 
descending and ascending the deep ravine, and then 
reconducted her to the chamber in which she had 
been placed as a captive. 

Whilst Zara was occupied in lavishing every care 
upon the weak^ exhausted, and now silent Gunhilda, 
the sound of horses’ hoofs were again heard outside 
her chamber, and Zara, starting up, looked abroad 
upon the road leading to the fortification. v - 

One look was enough for the unfortunate Zara, for 
with that look the demon of despair seemed to have 
seized upon her, and to have banished out of her 
heart all the good aspirations that had been strug- 
gling for a resting-place during the day. 

“Alone !” said she, “ alone ! It is Selim, and he 
comes back to me without Amine ! Fool ! knave ! 
wretch ! coward ! he ventures to come back within 
the reach of this dagger without the child that he 
stole from the care of her who is now within my 
charge. He comes back to the mother to tell her of 
her child. Oh ! no — not to tell of her child, but to 
tell some false tale which his slow wit has been coin- 
ing since I last saw him. He has been washing over 
with his false tongue some worthless piece of copper. 
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and expects me to take it as gold, and to give him in 
exchange for it my credence. He comes to deceive 
me, and he calculates I will not, in return, deceive 
him. Fool and knave !-— but still greater fool than 
knave— rif he supposes that I cannot, if I choose, be 
more deceitful than hftnself. Let us see if the woman, 
unpractised hitherto in dissimulation, cannot, when 
she chooses be a deceiver, outwit the dull knave whose 
whole life is a lie. Ha ! here he is. How astonished 
he will be to find himself deprived of the opportunity 
of telling the false story which his muddled brain has 
been all day puzzling itself to concoct.” 

As she thus mused, Selim advanced towards her,< 
and in his face was depicted the deepest sorrow. 

“ I am sorry, Selifn,” said Zara, in a tone of voicp- 
that seemed to be unmoved — it was so calm, and, if 
Selim had been a man of deep penetration, was, for 
one of Zara’s temperament, so alarmingly gentle; 
“I am, indeed,” she continued, “very, very sorry, 
Selim, that you should have taken all this trouble in/ 
going and returning to Antioch, and all, too, about a 
matter with which I really have nothing to do’; for I 
discovered, in a conversation with the good lady, 
your prisoner, that this Amine who was taken away 
from her for Baghi Sian, could not, by any possi- 
bility, be my child.” 

“ Well I” exclaimed Selim, “ I am so glad to hear 
that ; for, to tell you the truth ” 

“ Do not, on my account, or with the hope of 
obliging me, put yourself to the very great inconve- 
nience of telling the truth,” replied Zara. “ I want 
you to tell me nothing at all about a person in whom 
I have no interest, and for whom I cannot care. I 
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have misfortunes enough of my own, without placing 
upon my back any additional grievance, which of 
right belongs not to me, but to my neighbour. 
Therefore, honest Selim, be silent, if you please, or 
if you do open your mouth, let it be only to swallow 
the refreshment I lay before you. I owe you much, 
very much, for all you have done about that Amine , 
and, be sure of it, I will pay you .” 

And so speaking the neophyte in falsehood and 
adept in villainy passed within the walls of the 
fortification, each so busily engaged in trying to 
deceive the other, that they did not notice how 
closely they had been watched by a person who had 
followed Selim from Antioch, and who, now having 
tracked him to his lair, at once turned his horse, and 
rode back at full speed to that city. 

How Selim came to be so watched, and why so 
followed to his abode, may appear hereafter. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

THE PERVERT AND THE CONVERT. 

Feroz, the renegade, was sitting in the same 
apartment in which he formerly had an interview 
with Alexander of Constantinople ; but he was not 
now alone, for, seated upon his knee (as when she 
had been a child), and his head resting upon her 
shoulder, was Amine, their hands were clasped 
together with a firm grasp, as if he had determined 
that the child he had lost, and so unexpectedly 

21 
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recovered, should never more pass beyond the circle 
in which he now held her. 

“But one question more,” said Feroz, “and then 

when thou .hast answered that, I shall do all that 

' » 

you may ask of me.” 

“ What ! all ?” inquired Amine, and there was a 
smile upon her lip and in her eyes. 

“Aye — all — all — I care not what it is — for I am 
sure you will not ask me to do aught but what is 
good,” replied Feroz. 

“Be sure I shall not,” continued Amine; “but 
now, dearest father — your one question — mind it is 
to be but one — and when that is disposed of, remem- 
ber you are to listen to my requests.” 

“ My one question, my child, is this — where were 
you concealed from the time that the rencontre with 
Bohemond saved you from the villainous Greek and 
his Turkish soldiers, up ,to the time that you were 
wounded when swimming in the Orontes?” 

“In flying from the Greek,” replied Amine, “it 
was my good fortune to fall in with the retinue of 
her who is the mother of Corbohan, Sultan of Mos- 
soul — the same prince who is now approaching with 
an army of four hundred thousand men to aid the 
Turks in Antioch. I came upon her, her attendants, 
and soldiers ; and with her, I suppose, I should have 
remained until now, but that hearing his Highness 
was oq the point of fitting out a secret expedition 
from Araca — where I then was — to the city of 
Antioch, and that he desired to send secret informa- 
tion to prepare the garrison for the event, I, in 
gratitude for the kindness shown to me in 
his mother’s court, and then, from a desire 
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to be restored to you, offered my poor services to 
execute his wishes; and how I failed, I have 
already apprised you.” 

“ Thanks, my child, for I now know all that 
has befallen you since I left you, as I supposed, 
in a place of perfect safety in El-bir, and now — 
for your requests.” % 

“ Oh ! I have more than one of great moment 
to make to you,” answered Amine, her trembling 
accents showing how deeply she was moved; “ grati- 
tude to her who saved my ^life — and, as you shall 
learn presently, who saved more than mere mortal 
life, points out to me what is the first thing to be 
thought of, and the first thing to be done by me — 
it is to restore to liberty, to her family, and to 
the Christian encampment, the good, the gracious, 
and the generous Lady Gunhilda. My belief is she 
is in Antioch — that she was carried away by the 
Turks, when they made their cowardly attack on 
the tents appropriated exclusively to the Christian 
women.” 

“ Carried into the city of Antioch she most 
certainly was not,” said Feroz ; “ that I am as sure 
of as that I now hold you clasped within a fond 
parent’s arm. I knew, my child, of that cowardly 
attack, and, if I had strength to do so I would have 
taken part in it.” 

“ You ! — my father !” cried the horrow-stricken 
Amine, and averting her face, so that she might no 
longer look, as she had been looking, in the eyes of 
Feroz. 

“ Listen to me, my child, patiently, and do not 
judge harshly of me, until you know the motives for 
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my actions,” said Feroz, as he sighed deeply. “ The 
cowardly attack, as you rightly term it, was not 
planned by me, nor countenanced by me, nor was it 
within my power to prevent it. I would, then, have 
taken part in it — I desired to do so, in order that I 
might, as far as possible, mitigate horrors that were 
inseparable from jpch a transaction ; but I wished 
especially to take part in it, because, by so doing, I 
hoped to baffle the main object for which it was 
undertaken — and that was to capture you." 

“ Me !" cried Amine — “ Oh ! father ! father 1 what 
utter madness is this !” 

“ It is not madness — it is the truth" replied Feroz ; 
“ as the base Greek seized upon you at El-Bir, sup- 
posing you to be a Tyrian merchant’s daughter — so 
did he, having learned through our spies that you 

were in the Christian encampment ” 

“ Ah !” said the horrow-stricken Amine, “ I re- 
member the voice that spoke of death and vengeance , 
and that seemed to come from some newly opened 
grave within the tent of Gunhilda.” 

“ Well,” continued Feroz, “ as the Greek was then 
bearing you away from El-Bir, and was intercepted 
by the chance rencontre with Bohemond, so was it 
that he seized upon you in the Christian camp, and 
was bearing you away to Antioch.” 

“ To Antioch !” said Amine — “ to you" 

“No — not to me" said Feroz — “ not to the city, 
but to the citadel of Antioch ; not to Feroz, the Emir 
of the Bound Towers, but to Baghi Sian, the supreme 
ruler over Antioch.” 

“Baghi Sian,” cried Amine, utterly surprised — 
“ I never saw him.” 
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“Nor did he ever see you ; but he is a tyrant, a 
miscreant, and a villain ; and believing all the Greek 
said about you, he determined to carry you away 
from your friends, and make you his slave.” 

“But I never injured him/’ said Amine — “why 
then thus persecute me ?” 

“ Because he has supreme power in Antioch, and 
he chooses to exercises that power in the gratification 
of his cruelty and his wickedness ; and so, to please 
him the Greek had again seized upon you, and would 
have carried you away with him to Antioch.” 

“ Ah ! but the good Prince Bohemond was again 
my preserver — and again saved me from the Greek, 
and as I now know from Baghi Sian,” remarked 
Amine. 

“Prince Bohemond!” said Feroz, “has but to 
demand from me whatever is within my power 
to give, and he can command all that I can 
bestow.” 

“Remember this promise , dearest father,” said 
Amine, “ as it may be necessary for me to recall it 
to your recollection. But now, how know you that 
the Lady Gunhilda is not in Antioch, and that she 
never was brought here ?” 

“Because my eyes beheld every one that came 
back to Antioch from the Christian encampment. 
Unable to sit on horseback, I watched, as a father 
watches for his child, to see the expedition return 
from the attack on the camp ; and as surely as I 
know that you were not amongst them, so am I 
certain that there was not any one bearing the most 
remote resemblance to the Lady Gunhilda conveyed 
into Antioch. It is an absolute impossibility that 
12 * 
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she could be in any part of Antioch, without my 
knowledge ; unless she had been here the day before 
the attack was made on the camp — that is, when you 
are aware that she was there and not in Antioch.” 

“ Then where can she have been conveyed to, if 
not to Antioch?” asked Amine. 

Feroz had not time to answer this question, ere it 
was intimated to him by the sound of a cymbal at 
the bottom of the tower, that a stranger desired an 
interview with him. 

“ Here,” exclaimed Feroz, drawing a curtain which 
covered a recess in which were placed cushions to 
rest upon — “ here — draw close those curtains, and it 
will be impossible for a stranger to know whether or 
not there is any one concealed in the room.” 

Feroz was thus engaged speaking and so arranging 
the curtains, as to make all the other recesses in the 
room have an appearance similar to that in which 
Amine was resting, when Selim stole into the room, 
and stood there as silently and as noiselessly as the 
tiger, when it is about to make a spring upon its 
victim. 

“ Well ! — thy business — speak !” said Feroz. 

“ My business !” said Selim, keeping his eye fixed 
on the recess in which Amine lay. “ My business 
with your Highness is to ascertain from you the fact, 
as to whether Alexander of Constantinople has 
returned from the camp incursion to Antioch.” 

“He has not,” replied Feroz. “But wherefore 
apply to me for information respecting him?” 

“ Because,” replied Selim, “ he said you had been 
made aware of the object of that expedition ; and 
therefore, before venturing into the presence of Baghi 
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Sian, I wished to be certain how the facts stood — 
had Alexander returned to Antioch, and had he 
brought with him the young Turkish maiden ? When 
I last saw him he was riding off in the direction of 
Antioch, and he then had her safe in his custody/’ 

“Neither Alexander of Constantinople has re- 
turned, nor has any Turkish maiden been brought a 
prisoner into Antioch,” said Feroz. 

“This is strange ! — very strange!” observed the 
really perplexed Selim. “ I was sure I would have 
heard that the maiden was in the power of Baghi 
Sian, and I wished to tell the Greek of strange 
things I had heard respecting her. I marvel where 
she can have hidden herself and Selim eyed with 
suspicion the recess in which she actually lay hidden. 

“ Unless she had chosen to have come into Antioch 
of her own free will,” replied Feroz, “she could not 
now be here — but brought in a prisoner she certainly 
was not.” 

“ I am greatly puzzled, and more perplexed about 
her than I can possibly explain to your Highness,” 
said Selim ; “ but I do own to you that I care less 
about her, than I do to know what has been the fate 
of Alexander.” 

“You must seek that information of his comrades,” 
said Feroz — “I know nought of him: I never saw 
him but once, and whether he be living, or was slain 
in the attack on the camp, is a matter of indifference 
to me. Farewell.” 

“Farewell! — your Highness— farewell !” said Selim 
as he bowed out of the room, and then as he descended 
the winding stairs he muttered to himself — “ There 
was certainly a woman in that recess — I marvel who 
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could it be ? not his wife — for he has had no wife 
this many a year. It is said that he has had a son 
and b daughter ; but no man can tell whether either 
is dead or living. Who, then, can that woman be ? 
She is not an old woman, or else he would not be so 
careful in concealing her. What, then, could have 
brought a young woman there— or, if there, why 
such secrecy to conceal her Eh ! — phew ! — what I 
could it be Amine ? It is the only place in Antioch 
in which, if concealed, no one would think of search- 
ing for her. Amine concealed in Antioch ! What ! 
an attempt is made to carry her off to Antioch-^-she 
escapes — and then she runs to Antioch to conceal 
herself ! Oh ! absurd ! nonsense ; how came I to 
think of such folly? Why if I suggested such an 
absurdity to Baghi Sian, instead of a purse of gold, 
he would order me the bastinado. I shall then 
certainly say nothing about it. But as Amine is 
lost, why not give to Baghi Sian the hint, that if ho 
searches for her in the house of the Emir Feroz, he may 
find 6ome maiden as beautiful, and not as difficult to 
carry away as Amine. It is a good idea, and I will 
act upon it. And now, if possible, to discover what 
has become of the Greek. . What a pity !. if any 
unforeseen accident should occur to prevent the 
completion of our plot with respect to the old miser, 
who pretends to be a magician. Now, then, for 
Baghi Sian.” 

And so muttered, and so hurried Selim on his way 
towards the citadel, expecting to obtain an interview 
with Baghi Sian. 

The moment that Selim had left the room Amine 
bounded out of the recess, and running over to her 
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father said — 44 We are now on the trace of Gunhilda; 
that is the villain by whom Bhe was borne away at the 
moment that the Greek seized upon me. I recognized 
him the moment he entered the room. Set a watch 
upon him, let him be dogged wherever he goes. Be 
sure he is not lost sight of by your messenger, until 
the latter has ascertained from others, or sees with 
his own eyes, the abode in which that wretch dwells, 
and the number of the members of his family: Send 
— dearest father — send after him instantly.” 

44 It shall be done,” replied Feroz. He quitted 
the apartment for a few minutes, and then returned 
to say : — 44 It is done : I have set one on his track, 
who will never tire in the pursuit, until he has run 
the wolf down into the very den from which it 
originally came.” 

44 And now, my beloved father, said Amine, 44 to 
say a few words to you — for they must be very few, 
as I believe, from the manner and language of that 
vile man, he suspects me to be here — and here, there- 
fore, I cannot remain.” 

44 Oh ! let us speak of nought but yourself, dearest 
Amine,” interrupted Feroz, 44 for you are the sole 
happiness left to me in this life.” 

44 This life /” replied Amine, 44 what signifies this 
life ? It is an atom in eternity — a breath gone as' 
quickly as it has been exhaled, and soon lost in the 
immensity of space. This life !— of what avail are 
its few years of many sorrows, and of no substance 
but that small portion of it we give to our God, and to 
our own soul ? This life ! — what is it — what should 
it be in the estimation of a Christian ?” 

44 A Christian,” said Feroz. 44 Is this Amine — my 
own Amine, that is speaking to me ?” 
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“ It is Amine — thine own Amine who is speaking 
to thee— I am A Christian — a baptized Christian ; 
and I have vowed to renounce the world, and all its 
vanities; the devil and all his pomps; the flesh, and 
all its weaknesses ; and I have come to thee — my 
own father to entreat of thee to think of thine 
immortal soul, and to make compensation to Chris- 
tianity for the evil thou hast done, and the scandal 
thou hast given. On my knees I beseech of thee, as 
thou lovest me — as thou lovest thine own soul, which 
will never die — I entreat of thee openly to renounce 
the errors thou hast embraced, though poverty, 
though tortures, though death await thee.” 

' “ Rise — rise, my child,” said Feroz, “and do not 
kneel to a base and wicked sinner, such as I am. I 
too, my Amine, have seen the errors of my ways, and 
I am resolved again to become a Christian.” 

“ Thank God ! for that,” said Amine, still remain- 
ing on her knees, “but before I rise — listen to me — 
for I have not yet done with my requests, how long 
is it since you came to that blessed and holy reso- 
lution ?” 

“Bu t a few days,” replied Feroz. 

“ A few days ! a few days !” observed Amine. 
“ Oh ! those precious few days, that have been irre- 
coverably lost to you. Oh ! the wonderful mercy of 
an all-loving God. Here is a man who has been 
wilfully sinning for his whole life. At length the 
grace of God touches his heart — and yet wilfully he 
casts from him the grace bestowed ; and knowing how 
he may attain heaven, he yet wilfully lingers on the 
brink of hell, into which the slightest accident may 
plunge him for ever. Oh ! my father, if you have 
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resolved to become a Christian, act upon your reso- 
lution — become one now — let not to-morrow’s sun 
shine upon you — an unbeliever.” 

“ Ah ! my sweet, enthusiastic, and angelic Amine,” 
replied Feroz, “ you speak with all the zeal of a con- 
vert, and the inexperience of a girl. Most desirous 
am I to be again received within the bosom of the 
Church ; but that which you cannot discern are harsh 
realities that impede the path of my return; and 
what you call nothings are, in point of fact, impossi- 
bilities.” 

“Impossibilities in the way of God’s grace! im- 
pediments in the path of God’s mercy ! as well say 
that God is not omnipotent : there is nothing impos- 
sible to God.” 

“ But there are to man — impossibilities ; and such 
are those that now enchain me on every side. Here 
am I, an Emir in Antioch, the Emir of the Round 
Towers ; here is my charge, and I dare not be absent 
from my post even for an hour. How then am I, 
with hundreds of men under my command, to leave 
them — unknown to them — unobserved by them — un- 
pursued by them — abandon my post, and fly to the 
Christian camp, find shelter within its ' lines, and 
there renounce Mahommedanism and become again a 
Christian? And yet, all these things, Amine, I 
would do, if it were possible ; and because they can 
not be done, they are — impossibilities.” 

“ Ah ! my father,” replied Amine, “ the selfishness 
that made you renounce Christianity still clings to 
you, and seeks to damn you, by creating in your way 
impossibilities, which you will find all springing out 
of the same selfishness. In becoming a Mahom- 
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medan, you only thought of yourself ; in renouncing 
Mahommedanism, and returning to Christianity, your 
only thought is still of yourself. Has this brave, 
noble, generous, disinterested thought never occurred 
to your mind, that when all others are sacrificing 
rank, title, riches, home, and family, in order that 
they may do honour to our Lord and our Saviour, 
you also might, by some sacrifice on your part — 
small as compared to theirs, but still more important 
to the cause they have at heart, by your position, and 
the power it gives you — has it never once occurred to 
you, that you might aid the cause of Christendom, 
and help the Christians on their way to Jerusalem ?” 
“ Amine ! my dear Amine,” said Feroz, “ you 
must speak your thoughts more plainly. I do not 
understand what you are saying — I cannot guess what 
it is you wish me to do.” 

“ You are Emir of the Round Towers.” 

“ Well !” said Feroz. 

“ You are Emir of the Round Towers,” replied 
Amine; “why not permit the Christians to take 
possession of them, and thus become masters 
of ” 

“Stop! stop! stop!” exclaimed Feroz; “what! 
betray the cause I have sworn to maintain — abandon 
to the enemy the post it is my duty as a soldier to 
defend to the last drop of my life !” 

“ You forget, my father,” replied Amine, “ that 
to obtain that post you betrayed the cause of God, 
and you abandoned the post, which you were bound 
by your baptismal vows as a Christian to maintain. 
You have yielded up without a struggle your own 
salvation to the enemy of mankind ; and therefore it 
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ip that you speak of the followers of Christ as Hhe 
enemy, for so you have named them. Supposing you 
never had been a Christian — yet which, I ask you, of 
the two now at deadly strife with each other — the 
Turks and Christians — which of the two has acted as 
your enemy , and which as your friend? Is Baghi 
Sian, who has twice seized upon your daughter to 
make of her his slave , your friend ? Has he so acted 
— or rather has he npt acted as your enemy ? and if 
he, led by that villain Selim, should return to this 
room, and find me here, how would he act? as your 
friend , or as your enemy ? Could you, father, even 
by the sacrifice of your own life, save me from his 
violence ? Ah ! no ; and yet it is for him — to benefit 
him, to uphold him, that you hold the Round Tow- 
ers of Antioch, and will, as you say, with your life 
defend them against ‘ the enemy, that is, the Chris- 
tians. And how have ‘ the enemy' treated your 
child ? Is it as your friend, Baghi Sian, would have 
done? Ah! no. A prisoner in their hands, they 
.gave me liberty ; wounded, they tended me, cared 
for me, cured me; and the noblest lady amongst 
.them all was my nurse, my mother, and, but for her 
.capture, would, as she had promised, have been my 
.sponsor at the baptismal font. And so acted ‘ the 
enemy' to your child. In the attempt to defend me, 
<1 have seen one noble, generous youth — a brave Irish 
<knight — Philip of Brefney — a name ever dear to me 
— I have seen him strike to the earth your friend* 
Baghi Sian, for presuming to lay a hand upon me. I 
have seen the same enemy, <Yh iHp of Brefney, trodden 
; down by a whole troop of horsemen — your friends 
again ; and then, when it was the will of God that I 
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should be a second time rescued from your friend*, 
who performed the knightly task of a Christian Cru- 
sader ? The same good prince, Bohemond of Taren- 
tum, who had before preserved me from degradation 
and from infamy. But Bohemond of Tarentum is 
your enemy , and Baghi Sian, supreme ruler of An- 
tioch, is your friend ! And therefore you hesitate 
between friend and enemy, and whilst you hesitate, 
Christendom suffers, and you yourself stand in dan- 
ger of everlasting perdition.” 

“ My child ! my child ! cried the deeply agitated 
Feroz, “you forget that I have already disgraced 
myself by becoming a renegade , and you desire to 
render my name for ever infamous, by making of me 
a traitor” 

“ OB ! self, self, and again self — it is your beset- 
ting sin, father. How this world battles with you, 
and seeks to make of you its base and despicable 
instrument ! If you can save your soul, what mat- 
ters it to you what this world may say of you? Will 
its nicknames ascend to heaven ? Shall its slanders 
be heard amid the song of angels? Do what is 
right ; act as your conscience dictates, and let the 
word fight its own battles as it lists. It has heroes 
of its own making, and champions of its own choos- 
ing; but their names are not to be found in the 
calendar of saints. Its great men commit wholesale 
murders which it calls victories, and records them on 
lofty pillars, and embodies them in marble statues : 
its popular men, its prophets and its patriots, pander 
to prejudices they despise, and foster delusions that 
they know are as hollow as their own pretensions ; 
but the world and its vanities pass away; the monu- 
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ments fall into ruins ; the statues moulder into dust ; 
the demagogue, prophet, or patriot and followers, 
and the pretexts which won applause, are all alike 
speedily forgotten; and the great accounting day 
comes at last, when all shall be judged, not by the 
opinions of their fellow men, but by their own acts , 
thoughts, words, and deeds to God, to their neigh- 
bours, and to themselves; and nought will remain 
but virtue, shining forth glorious and immortal, 
summoned to ascend to heaven ; and then — all else 
will disappear as the empty vapour, or be carried 
down by the weight of sin to the bottomless abyss 
and burn there for ever and for ever in flames that 
never shall abate in their rage, their fury, and their 
intensity. Oh ! my father, you know all this as well, 
nay, better than I do ; and yet — you, an old man, 
with the world fast vanishing from your grasp, force 
me to tell you what is your duty, and you then turn 
away from me, and your only reply is , 4 The world — 
the world’ — and 4 what the world will say of you,* 
and that it will then call you 4 a renegade’ — and 
brand you as 4 a traitor.’ Well, I say, be a rene- 
gade — a brave renegade ; be a traitor — a valiant 
traitor ; be a renegade to those who would rob you 
of your child ; be a traitor to those who are already 
traitors to their God. Be true to those who are true 
to the Cross ; be loyal to those whose fidelity to God 
has made them Crusaders ; be grateful to him who 
has been generous and good to you, and bestow on 
Bohemond, who twice saved your daughter from 
destruction, the city of Antioch, which your worst 
enemy, Baghi Sian, now holds.” 

Feroz did not at once reply to the appeal thus made 
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to him. He left his child still kneeling, and paced’ 
up and down the room, seeking to collect his thoughts 
He stopped — again gazed out on the Christian en- 
campment, and again he beheld, in front of the ! 
Bishop of Puy’s tent, the golden crucifix covered with' 
the rays of the sun, and glittering as if it were all* 
Studded over with diamonds. His eyes filled with 1 
tears, and he sobbed rather than spoke the words : : 
“ It is the voice of God which speaks to a sinning 
father by the lips of his converted child. What she 
says I ought to do, I will do ; I leave the rest to Hina 
who is All-merciful as He is All-powerful. Sweet' 
Saviour ! look with pity on me a sinner,” 

Amine heard the words of her father, and as she 1 
did so a thrill of joy ran through her entire frame. 
She could not speak from emotion, and when her 
father turned round to look upon her, he perceived' 
she had fallen on her side, and lay there as if her 
soul was wrapped in an ecstacy of prayer. 

Alas ! for him, he had never seen before, and was, 
until that moment, unconscious what joys there are,* 
even in this world, communicated from heaven to ! 
those who are “ pure of heart whose minds have 
never been stained with the suggestions of base pas- 
sions, and whose virginal frames, when sanctified by 
the Sacraments, are a contemplation of wonder even’ 
to admiring angels. Feroz felt, as he looked upon 1 
his child thus reclining before him, that he was not' 
worthy to approach her, and as he so gazed upon her, 
a holier fear of his sins, and a greater desire to be 
speedily reconciled to his God, possessed his heart' 
than he had ever before experienced. He saw the 1 
means to his conversion within his reach, and the 
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very project which, but a few moments before, when 
presented to his mind for the first time, he had re- 
jected with horror, he was now eager to carry into 
effect. The means of doing so at once suggested 
itself to his mind. 

“ Amine !” he said. 

“ My father— oh ! my dear, dear father,” replied 
Amine, kissing his hands, as she arose — “let me 
thank you for the happiness you have conferred upon 
me by the sweet words you have now spoken.” 

“Amine,” he continue<Vhis whole heart now set 
upon the accomplishment of the project she had pro- 
posed, “ disguised as you are you must at once set 
forth for the Christian camp ; soldiers shall accom- 
pany you to the utmost verge of our lines. Beyond 
them you will have no difficulty to encounter. The 
moment you reach the encampment, proceed directly 
to the tent of Prince Bohemond. Tell him I am 
ready to deliver up the towers under my command to 
him , and to him only ; that once he holds these towers 
he oan admit the whole Christian army into Antioch; 
and the only condition I make for this surrender of 
Antioch is, that the Christian princes will consent to 
bestow upon himself the command of the city, so that 
he who has acted as my friend may replace Baghi 
Sian, who has acted as my enemy . If this condition 
be agreed to by the leaders of the Christian army, 
then the manner and the time when the Christians 
may be admitted into Antioch can be arranged be- 
tween Bohemond, or some trusty messenger on behalf 
of Bohemond — by Philip of Brefney, for instance.” 
“Alas!” replied Amine, and her eyes filled with 
tears as she spoke, “ poor Philip of Brefney was, I 
22 * 
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fear, so deeply injured when fighting in my defenee 
that he cannot move from his couch.” 

“Well, then, if it be not Philip of Brefney, it must 

be Bohemond himself,” observed Feroz, “for I will 

speak and deal with no man but one of those who has 

acted as your champion. At twelve to-night let 

Bohemond be at the postern gate of the northern 

tower, and there I shall meet him and speak with 

him. I will recognize him by his saying the word 

‘ Amine,’ and he will know that he speaks with me 

by my pronouncing the name, 4 Philip of Brefney ’ 

And now, my child, away, away. I am ready to 

conduct you to the soldiers who shall take charge of 
>» 

you. 

44 But Gunhilda,” said Amine, as her father was 
about to conduct her from the room. 

“I shall ascertain,” replied Feroz, 44 where the vile 
wretch hides himself, who has carried her away* 
According to the report of my messenger, I shall 
either act myself, or consult with Prince Bohemond 
to-night, what is the best and surest course to be 
adopted for her recovery. And now, my child, away, 
speed to the enoampment, and may all the angels of 
heaven guard and protect you on your way!” 

Feroz had despatched his daughter, under the 
charge of four soldiers, towards the Christian en- 
campment. He had returned to his apartment and 
was engaged in watching the progress of Amine and 
her protecting soldiers towards the camp of the 
Christians, when the noise, caused by the heavy 
tramp of a large body of men beneath the four tow- 
ers, attracted his attention, and it at once occurred 
to his mind that Selim must have given such informa- 
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tion to Baghi Sian as to induce him to come and ex- 
amine the apartment in which he was then sitting. 

No sooner did this thought present itself to his 
mind, than Feroz took two of the long pillows which 
were placed in the recesses, and arranging them in 
that in which Amine had been concealed, he closed 
the curtains upon it as upon the others, so that the 
room should present precisely the same aspect as 
when Selim had visited it. 

So prepared to baffle the information of Selim, the 
spy, Feroz again turned to look at the departing 
group, and was rejoiced to perceive that in a few 
minutes more they would be beyond the chance 
either of being overtaken by the quickest horsemen, 
or of being struck by a discharge of stone or arrow 
from the most powerful balista on the ramparts. 

Feroz was rejoicing in this reflection, when the 
room was entered by Baghi Sian, the Emir Ibraham, 
and Selim. 

“Emir of the Round Towers, I greet thee,” said 
Baghi Sian, as he advanced towards Feroz. “I 
grieve to say it, there are ugly rumors rife in the 
citadel as to thy loyalty. It is remembered there 
that the illustrious Feroz was not at all times what 
he now professes to be, and it is suspected that the 
proximity of a Christian camp to the walls of Antioch 
may have revived in the mind of our illustrious Emir 
those religious predilections which his better sense 
and calmer judgment in manhood had rejected.” 

“ I know of no position so elevated as that slander 
cannot reach it,” replied Feroz, “ even the topmost 
branch of the loftiest cedar of the Lebanon 'can 
be defiled by the slime of the snail, which has crept 
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up to it, from the filthiest mire at its root. I know 
of no armour so strong as to preserve its wearer from 
the shafts of calumny. The armour may blunt, but 
cannot prevent the missile being cast at him.” 

“ The Emir Feroz is, like the Greek Alexander, a 
poet,” observed Ibraham. “I marvel is there any 
relationship between the two. They talk in meta- 
phors, and parry a home thrust with a smile.” 

“ A vague accusation can only be encountered by 
a vague denial,” replied Feroz. “ When the trumpet 
is sounded, you mount your war-horse ; but you do 
'not put your lance in rest until you have seen your 
adversary. Has his Highness, Baghi Sian, no other 
object in honouring me with a visit, than to tell me 
there are rumours affecting my integrity and im- 
peaching my fealty; and that these rumours find 
lips to pronounce, and ears to listen to them in the 
citadel ?” 

“ No, Feroz,” said Baghi Sian, “ I come not here 
merely to tell thee there are accusations against thee, 
but to see whether or not these accusations are sus- 
tainable by proofs. Here, for instance, is this man 
— Selim is his name — a very honest man, according 
to his own account of himself, and an Ismaelian to 
boot ; and he tells me that he has reason to know 
that a young Turkish woman, in whom I am greatly 
interested ” 

“Your Highness is very good,” drily remarked 
Feroz. 

“ Good ! very good ! eh !” said Baghi Sian, a little 
confused by the unexpected compliment. “Very 
good ! no, not so very good as thou supposest ; but 
whether good or otherwise, I am, I can tell thee, 
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most deeply interested about her ; so interested, that 
if this man is an instrument to aid in her recovery, I 
shall open my treasury for him, and I swear by the 
Koran, he shall bear away with him as much gold as 
he can carry.” 

Selim’s eyes glistened like those of a snake, as his ! 
avaricious soul revelled in the suggestion thus pre- 
sented to him. Ibraham noted the expression in 
Selim’s face, “and resolved, from that moment, if he 
could, to baffle him, because in Selim he beheld' a 
new rival for the plunder of the wealth which he 
desired to retain for himself. 

“ I am so desirous,” said Baghi Sian, " to have 
the Turkish maiden restored to me, that, to be plain 
with thee, Feroz, I would, to attain that object, 
sacrifice my life, aye, and the lives of half the garri- 
son of Antioch. The purport, then, of my visit to 
thee is to ascertain if there be any truth in the 
rumours about thee, sustained, as Selim says these 
rumours can be by the fact, that the maiden I seek 
for is concealed by thee.” 

Ibraham noted with the keen eye of a courtier, 
Whose life-study it is to mark the countenances of 
others, the manner in which Feroz received thitf 
accusation ; and he saw, from the defiant smile of the 
renegade, that, whether true or not, there were, atr 
least, no proofs within reach to give a semblance of 
truth to the accusation. He therefore determined to 
take part with Feroz against Selim, and before Feroz 
could say one word in reply, he thought it right to 
interfere. 

* “ This good man, Selim,” said Ibraham, “ this 
honest Ismaelian is one of those very extraordinary 
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men who are very desirous to make money, but have 
an unconquerable aversion to earn it. To use his 
tongue is no trouble ; to employ his hands is rather 
an inconvenience; and therefore the sagacious Is- 
maelian, hearing that our generous master here was 
earnestly searching after a young Turkish female ; 
and the very honest man having paid you a visit, 
and having seen, or supposed he had seen concealed 
in this apartment some young female ” 

u He saw no such thing,” said Feroz. 

“ Well, I thought so from the first,” remarked 
Ibraham ; “ but remember, the very honest man has 
nothing to do but to try and make money without 
labouring for it ; and, therefore, seeing something 
here which excited his suspicion ” 

u There was nothing here to excite his suspicion ; 
the room is as he left it,” observed Feroz. 

“ And that, too, is very probable,” said Ibraham; 
“ but remember again, I say, the honest man has 
nothing to do but to watch and to talk ; and if, by 
accident, his suspicions turned out to be correct, he 
has in our gracious master a generous benefactor, to 
bestow upon him an armful of gold ; and that , with a 
man who likes money, is worth some risk ; and then 
his Highness has the character of bearing with mar- 
vellous patience any trickery that may be practised 
upon him, provided it appears to arise from zeal in 
his service.” 

“ I have not patience to be either duped or 
bantered, with impunity, I can tell thee, Ibraham,” 
said Baghi Sian, now deeply incensed, and prepared 
to turn his rage against the first who shofild afford 
him an opportunity of exercising his cruel disposition. 
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“ Come ! sirrah !” he said, glaring fiercely upon 
Selim, “ wherefore hast thou stated that Feroz had 
the Turkish female concealed in this apartment ?” 

“ Because, ” replied Selim, “ I am sure I saw, if 
not her, at least some one very like her. ,, 

“ Where ?” cried Ibraham. 

“In that recess,” said Selim, pointing to the place 
in which Amine had lain hidden. 

Ibraham advanced to the recess, and, withdrawing 
the curtains that were before it, he observed the 
manner in which the pillows were laid, and for many 
moments felt convinced that there was at least a por* 
tion of truth in Selim’s statement. This, however, 
was a view of the case which it was not his interest 
to present to the brutal Baghi Sian, and therefore he 
said : — 

“ Why, this honest Ismaelian fancies every closed 
recess must conceal a mystery, and that when careless 
servants cast by chance a couple of soft pillows 
together, his lively fancy converts them into the form 
of a female ; and his eagerness to dupe the great 
Baghi Sian induces him to invent a fable, viz., that 
the fancied form of a woman must be that very woman 9 
and none other , of whom our gracious master is in 
search. It is well for the honest man that Baghi 
Sian’s power is not combined with my disposition, or 
else I should, in my treatment of such a fellow, 
afford an example of punishment ’which would deter 
others from tampering with my feelings, or unjustly 
arousing my suspicions against faithful officers like 
to the Emir Feroz.” 

“And what wouldst thou do with such a wretch ?” 
asked Baghi Sian, with his angry eyes fixed on the 
trembling form of Selim. 
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“ I would not kill him,” said Ibraham ; “ I would 
merely administer the bastinado to him, and then 
cut off ,his ears or his tongue, as a warning to all 
nlanderers for the future.” 

“I swear by the Prophet,” cried Selim, as he 
dropped upon his knees, “ that I saw a woman lying 
in that very recess, and that her gown was of a dark 
grey, like to the robe worn by a Christian monk.” 
u I expected you to have taken that oath before,” 
remarked Ibraham with a sneer ; “ the last refuge 
for a liar is perjury ; but what single fact is there to 
confirm your statement ?” 

“ Ah !” exclaimed Selim, pointing out of one of 
the baluteria in the apartment, through which the 
plain beneath them was discernible : “ Look there— 
there ; see you that person at a distance followed by 
four soldiers ; the colour of the dress that person 
wears is the same as what I remarked upon the 
woman here. In a few moments more they will be 
beyond the reach of any missile. The belista here is 
charged — well charged with stones and arrows. Have 
I the permission of your Highness to fire upon them? 

I am a certain and deadly aim ; and if the weapon 
be of sufficient strength I am positive I shall hit 
them.” 

“Fire !” cried Baghi Sian, to whom the lives of 
others were utterly worthless when compared with 
the gratification of his own passions. 

Ibraham remarked that Feroz turned deadly pale 
at the words of Selim ; and that when Baghi Sian , 
gave the order for the discharge of the balista, the 
Emir of the Roud Towers had to lean against the 
wall for support. 
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Selim pointed the balista with care, as one feeling 
that upon the steadiness of his aim depended the 
preservation of his own existence. “I have them 
covered,” he said “ and now to overtake them.” 

A ringing twang was heard, followed by the 
shrieking whistle of arrows, and the rush of heavy 
stones as they filled the air. At the same moment 
the four soldiers turned towards the fortress, the 
person with the grey dress was observed to run with 
speed towards the Christian camp, and then the four 
unhappy soldiers were seen struggling on the ground, 
whilst the grey-frocked individual, without once 
turning to look behind, passed rapidly onward, mani- 
festly untouched by the discharge from the balista. 

“ Poor fellows !” said Ibraham, wishing to turn 
Baghi Sian’s attention from the agitation of Feroz, 
because that agitation would aid in confirming the 
truth of Selim’s story. “ Poor fellows ! their agony 
has been but brief. They have been struck down by 
a knave, who has now sought to help out his false 
tale, not only by perjury, but by murder. Villain,” 
he said, turning to Selim, “ how does the slaughter 
by thy base hand of four brave men, prove thou hast 
been telling the truth ?” 

“ If I had struck the grey gown even Feroz would 
not have the hardihood to deny my statement. It is 
a pity those men are slain outright, for their testi- 
mony would confirm its truth.” 

“Begone, fellow,” said Baghi Sian, “I cannot tell 
whether thou hast spoken truly or falsely. If I were 
certain which, thy reward would be either great, or 
thy punishment extreme. Begone, I say, lest I 
revoke the pardon I have bestowed on thee.” 

23 
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Selim hurried from the apartment, and as Baghi 
Sian was about to follow him, he added; “Feroz, be 
careful what thou dost ; although there are no proofs 
against thee, there are suspicions created in my 
mind by that man’s story. Woe to thee if any cir- 
cumstance should occur to confirm it.” 

“Emir of the Round Towers,” said Ibrah&m, 
when he found himself quite alone with the rene- 
gade, “there WAS a woman in that recess, as that 
knave truly stated ; that woman was not Mahom- 
medan, as the knave averred; that woman was a 
Christian, as I know by this little cross of gold, 
which I picked up when I withdrew the curtains. 
Keep it ; and remember thou hast been a Christian, 
and therefore must ever be regarded with suspicion 
by a true Turk.” 

“Keep it,” said Feroz, when he found himself 
alone — “ aye> I will keep it to the last hour of my 
life.” And as spoke these words he covered the 
small gold cross with fervent kisses. 


CHAPTER XV. 

THE CONSULTATION OP CRUSADERS. 

So engrossed had been the thoughts of Amine with 
the interview she had had with her father, and the 
importance of the message she was bearing to Prince 
Bohemond, that she spoke not one word from the 
moment she left Antioch ; and when she perceived 
that her guards had quitted her, her only feeling 
was that she was free to speed as fast as she could 
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on her way, and in obedience to that impulse had 
fled in all haste onwards, and by so doing had 
escaped the deadly discharge of the balista. She 
knew not, and she heard not, the fatal discharge 
that had struck down her conductors. All she knew 
was that she was on her way to the camp, and 
deemed each moment an hour until she reached its 
entrenchments. She there encountered Guy of Mas- 
eon, at the head of a strong body of infantry, and 
she requested of him at once to conduct, or permit 
her to proceed with one of his soldiers, to Prince 
Bohemond of Tarentum. 

li It cannot be done,” said Guy of Mascon, “ until 
the penitential procession which has been ordered 
by the pious Bishop of Puy, for the purpose of puri* 
fying the camp from all wickedness, has taken place. 
When the procession has passed, the path will be 
free for you — and you can either join in it, or you can 
proceed in the direction of the bishop’s tent and hear 
Mass, or you can wait until the religious ceremonies 
of the day are concluded ; but until they are over, 
the Prince of Tarentum can see no one, as he, like 
our other leaders, is taking part in the procession.” 

“ Then I will wait here,” replied Amine, “ to see 
the procession pass. Meanwhile, let me ask how 
fares one of your companions — an Irish knight — who 
was wounded in the late affray?” and as Amine 
asked this question, she observed there was a tremor 
in her voice which surprised herself. 

“ Thank heaven !” said Guy, “ the recovery of 
the gallant youth is marvellous — his good helmet and 
stout haulbergeon saved his life. He is now able to 
walk, and will, of course, like every man who is not, 
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as I am, appointed to keep guard and preserve the 
camp from surprise, be a participator in the holy 
rites of this day. They will, I am sure, bring down 
the blessing of heaven upon us all ; but hark ! I hear 
the first solemn ringing of the bells, which announce 
to us that the ceremonies are about to commence.” 

From all parts of the camp, Amine heard the 
ringing of bells. She observed that the folds of the 
Bishop of Puy’s tent were rolled completely back, so 
as to give a view of the entire of the interior, which 
was fitted up as a church, with a high altar erected 
in its centre, on which were lighted wax candles ; the 
altar itself was covered with gorgeous purple velvet, 
on which was embroidered in gold and rubies a large 
cross. In the rich purple she recognized the colour 
which Gunhilda had told her the Church had appro- 
priated as an indication of sorrow. Outside the tent, 
but within view of its interior, whilst they were 
excluded from its precincts, she remarked about 
thirty persons, so covered with white hoods and 
white garments, that neither their faces nor the 
forms of their persons were recognizable, and these, 
she was aware, were flagrant sinners, who were there 
performing their penance, and who, on their knees, 
begged for the prayers of all who were admitted into 
the interior of the church. 

From the oratory of the bishop, which was behind 
the altar, she observed a large body of priests come 
forth, and they were followed by a sub-deacon, 
deacon, and an assistant priest, with the Bishop of 
Puy. A master of the ceremonies — a priest — 
arranged purple cushions at the foot of the altar, on 
which knelt the Bishop, priest, deacon, and sub- 
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deacon, whilst the miserere was recited in a solemn 
voice. At its conclusion, the bishop, deacon, and 
sub-deacon were arrayed in purple vestments — the 
bishop and the assistant priest having purple copes, 

The Bishop of Puy ascended the steps of the altar, 
and on this occasion performed a duty, which gen- 
erally is discharged by the assistant priest. 

“As a bishop, he wished, he said, “to call the 
attention of the Crusaders and of all who heard him 
to the fact, that public processions, with the recita- 
tion of prayers, by those participating in such 
processions, was a very ancient practice in the 
Church ; that in times of great calamities they had 
ever been jjesorted to, and ever with beneficial 
effects; that in times of war, in seasons of pestilence, 
or moments of peril, and for the purpose of averting 
those calamites which the sins of mankind were ever 
bringing down upon the earth, the Church com- 
manded priests and people to take part in what were 
called supplications . Such a supplicatory and pene- 
tential procession had been ordered by him, because 
it had been discovered that wicked persons had 
found their way into the camp, and had sought to 
corrupt the morals of the Crusaders ; that some who 
had fallen into the snares of sin, now stood outside 
the church as public penitents, and he entreated 
prayers for their sincere and perfect conversion. 
He exhorted all to join in prayer, and to beg from 
heaven its mercy upon them ; and, he said, he felt 
assured that if they did this with truly contrite 
hearts, the wrath of heaven would be turned away 
from them; that Antioch would be won, and Jeru- 
salem soon delivered from the hands of infidels.” 

28 * 
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The bishop descended from the altar, and the pro- 
cession was commenced. First came a thurifer, 
bearing a thurible from which issued thick clouds of 
grateful incense; behind him was the sub-deacon, 
bearing a large processional cross, and supported by 
acolytes haying large candelabra in their hands, and 
in these candelabra lighted wax candles. Then fol- 
lowed the deacon, supported in like manner by 
acolytes, and bearing in his hand a copy of the gos- 
pels. To these succeeded hermits and pilgrims with 
sun-burnt countenances and naked feet, each bearing 
a staff surmounted by a cross, and each clad in a 
light-grey cassock, with the symbolical shell attached 
to his breast. These were followed by the Bene- 
dictine monks, each bearing a lighted torch in his 
hand. These were succeeded by the great body of 
Crusaders — footmen and knights ; the former with 
heads unhelmeted and feet naked — the latter without 
their casques, and their lances reversed ; and when 
these had passed by, then came the priests, in amict, 
alb, cincture, maniple, stole, and chasuble ; and then, 
with uncovered heads, and on foot, the leaders of the 
Christian army, Duke Godfrey, Robert of Nor- 
mandy, Bohemond, Tancred, Hugh of France, and 
other great men who had taken up the cross. To 
these succeeded the bishop, assistant priest, vested in 
purple, and followed by the mitre and train-bearers, 
and assistant acolytes ; and by the side of the bishop 
was an acolyte with a silver vase filled with holy 
water, and in the bishop’s hand an asperges, with 
which he sprinkled the ground of the encampment as 
he passed along, so as to purify it from the contami- 
nation which sinners had brought upon it. 
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And thus passed the possession around the camp, 
and returned to the place from which it had set forth ; 
and all the time, as it went along, penitential psalms 
were sung, and a devout soldiery responded with 
heartfelt sorrow to the prayers which the pious priests 
recited ; and then concluded the ceremonies of the 
day, with the mightiest and most awful of all rites, 
High Mass — and that High Mass celebrated by a 
bishop ; and then all was over, when the solemn bene- 
diction had been bestowed upon the Crusaders by 
the sanctified Adelmar of Puy-en-Velay. 

Amine had but recently become a Christian, and 
it was with mingled feelings of awe, wonder, delight, 
and devotion, that she witnessed this penitential 
procession, and marked the fervour which charactized 
all who participated in it — from the gallant Godfrey 
of Bouillon, to the poorest soldier with naked feet 
who joined in it. She felt her faith burn with a 
new fervour within her, and she bowed her head to 
receive the blessings invoked from heaven by the 
uplifted hands of the good and gentle prelate who had 
baptized her as a Christian. She arose from her 
knees, inspired with a boldness beyond her years, when 
she sought an interview with Prince Bohemond, and 
disclosed to him the proposal of her father. No 
sooner had Bohemond learned the nature of her 
message, than he summoned at once to his tent the 
leaders of the Christian army. 

With the delivery of her father’s message, Amine 
took leave of him who had twice rescued her from 
dishonour, and then repared to the tent of the Bene- 
dictine, Father Francis, in order that she might 
consult with him and Philip of Brefney, as to the 
restoration to liberty of her benefactress — Gunhilda. 
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The leaders of the Christian army, whom Bohe- 
mond had summond upon this occasion to consult 
with him, respecting the message of Feroz, were 
Duke Godfrey of Bouillon, Robert Duke of Flanders, 
Robert Duke of Normandy, Adelmar Bishop of Puy, 
and Raymond, Count of Toulouse; and the words 
that Bohemond addressed to them still remain in the 
records of history, and as we there find them, we so 
transcribe them : — 

“ I see, my dearest brothers and companions in this 
holy enterprise, that you are filled with great grief 
and dismay at the intelligence which has just reached 
the Christian camp, of a new enemy (Corbohan) 
advancing with an immediate army to attack us, and 
to relieve the besieged city of Antioch. Placed in the 
centre of opposing dangers, from the city and the 
country, you know not which to repel nor which to 
avoid. Whatever we do, we expose ourselves to a 
certain danger, and we cannot avoid an impending 
peril. If we determine to attack the advancing army 
of Corbohan, as it comes to the relief of Antioch — 
a plan that has been urged by some — then the 
moment we do so the siege of Antioch is at an end, 
and the Antiochians are at perfect liberty to aid the 
assailing legions of Corbohan in overhelming us, or 
if introducing as many of his cohorts into the city as 
will render it impossible for us ever to capture it. But 
then is it to be said that a part of our army is to be 
left here to keep the city in check, whilst the re- 
mainder proceed to attack Corbohan ? Now, mark 
the danger to us of following out any such plan. If 
the whole of our army can with difficulty contend, at 
present, against the forces in Antioch, how is it 
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possible that a portion of ' our army can effect that 
which the whole can scarcely accomplish ? If, when 
they were dispirited, we could not overcome them, 
how are we to defeat them when they are elated with 
the certainty of being supported by an immense army ? 
One of two things it seems to me to be inevitable 
that they will do — either all the soldiers in Antioch 
will combine their forces with those of Corbohan, and 
so be superior to us in every respect — so superior, that 
it will be impossible for us to resist -their combined 
attack ; or that, taking advantage of their superiority, 
they will throw into Antioch such additional supplies 
in provisions, soldiers, and the weapons of war, that 
supposing us, with God’s help, to defeat utterly and 
completely the army of Corbohan, still we should be 
left without the hope or the chance of taking the city, 
when so strengthened by the additional aid given to it. 

“For these reasons, venerable fathers,” said 
Bohemond, “ it appears to me that the thing beyond 
all others which ought to be the main subject of con- 
sideration and solicitude with us, should be how, or in 
what possible manner we may be able to obtain posses- 
sion of Antioch previous to the arrival of the mighty 
Prince, Corbohan, Sultan of Mossoul ; and if you 
should ask me, how, or in what manner, it may be 
possible to carry such a project into effect, I am 
happy to be able to inform you that the plan is not 
merely feasible, but the project is possible, and 
-within my hands have been placed the means of 
attaining so desirable and so great a result. 

“ I have in that city, I find, a person thoroughly 
well disposed to be my friend — to be faithful to me, 
in every particular — at least as far as one man can 
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judge of the feelings of another human being ; such 
is the opinion I entertain of him, and for reasons 
with which I need not trouble you. This man — this 
friend of mine — is a man possessed of great sagacity ; 
and he holds under his command three strongly forti- 
fied towers ; and these he is willing to surrender to 
me, so as that I make use of them, for whatever 
purposes I desire, upon certain conditions. Amongst 
these conditions, which I would insist on your con- 
eeding to him, are — a rich pecuniary reward for 
himself, the allocation of lands in perpetuity for the 
benefit of himself and his successors, and the enjoy- 
ment to him and to them of all those liberties and 
franchises which we as Christians enjoy in our 
respective countries. The condition as regards 
myself, to which you are required to assent, is that 
the city, having been captured, shall pass into my 
power, shall be regarded as my own, and be subject 
to none other than my jurisdiction exclusively. These 
conditions being assented to, I am, with the aid of 
him who declares himself to be my friend, prepared 
to procure the capture of Antioch. If, however, you 
object to the fulfilment of these conditions I have 
mentioned — or if any one can suggest a better, surer, 
or safer plan for capturing Antioch — be it so, I say, in 
heaven’s name : no act of mine shall thwart any such 
plan, and I yield from this moment any pretensions 
I may entertain, as to making such a city mine, or 
claiming now, or hereafter, any sovereignty over it.” 
A speech delivered by the Bishop of Puy on this 
occasion had the effect of inducing the leaders of the 
Crusaders to assent to the conditions .proposed by 
Boliemond. The following were the observations 
made by Adelmar : — 
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“ Much and greatly, my dear brethern, has the 
toil now before us harassed us ; much and greatly, 
and for a long time, would it continue to afflict us, 
had not the eye of the Lord, in mercy looked upon 
us. We have constructed machines to destroy this 
city; it has stoutly resisted us; we have endeavoured 
to undermine its walls, and we have been repulsed ; 
we have fought, and we have fought well, for in 
every conflict we hare been triumphant ; but then 
remember the military maxim — the more warriors 
the more sure a final and complete victory for him 
who commands them. On one side our enemies can 
count against us fifteen thousand soldiers, and on 
another four hundred thousand ; theirs increase, whilst 
ours deminish. And then, consider how strongly 
situated is the city we are besieging; on three sides 
of it there are impassible fosses, and inexpugnable 
entrenchments, and on the fourth side* a marsh and 
a river. As to its walls, the world can show no city 
so strongly fortified. Within the city itself are 
ever running springs of water, and it is well supplied 
with provisions. 

a Oh ! Antioch, Antioch ! either thou shouldst 
never have been, or we never ought to have met thee 
on our road. The oause of Jerusalem is to be con- 
tended for Antioch, for if we leave it uncaptured, 
then we leave it in the same situation as if we had 
been signally defeated, the cause in which we are 
engaged is baffled, and not one ray of hope that we 
ever may or can succeed is left to us. If we leave 
Antioch as it is, then, I say, Antioch will not leave 
us ; it will be with us on our march ; our foe here 
defeating us will be an enemy in our rear, and the 
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recollection of the defeat it has inflicted will cling to 
us and raise up against us new enemies to confront 
us. The resistance it has given us will inspire others 
by its example, and afford to them the hope of being 
able also successfully to resist; whereas, if it be 
captured, then its downfall will fill others with fear, 
and deter them from opposing us. Oh ! walls of 
Antioch ! would that human hands had never raised 
you, or that our eyes had never looked upon you, 
and our ears never heard of you. 

“ But now, noble Crusaders ! let us deliberate upon 
what is best to be done ; let us consider what is for 
the common good of all. Is it not to propose there 
should be a reward for valour, and a compensation 
to him who shall most benefit the commonwealth ? 
Look what Saul did. Look what happened amongst 
the Hebrews, and how, when a fitting reward was 
bestowed, v there arose for it a David. Many there 
are to say, and that even openly — why should I toil ? 
why should I vex and torture myself ? why should I 
expose myself to be wounded ? why should I alone 
give my life for Antioch, that others may be benefited? 
why should I be the first to run into peril, in order 
that others, who lag behind, may reap the reward of 
my exertions ? Am I to work for others, and others 
to laugh because of my tears ? 

“ Now is the time to act on these reflections. I 
say to each of you, let no vain ambition of rejoicing 
over Antioch possess you individually or collectively ; 
but let the general thought be to end this task which 
has so well begun. Give the city to him as a reward 
through whom it shall be won ; better one should 
have it than all be without it ; better one be rewarded 
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than all be deprived of this victory, which is so 
necessary. 

“ If any counsel, wiser, better, or more salutary 
than this can be devised, suggest it. It is for you, 
noble Crusaders, to determine the question. If what 
I have said be wanting in wisdom, supply the defi- 
ciency; if I have said more than becomes my position, 
disregard it ; if I have said what was wrong, reject 
it; if I have said what is right, assent to it.” 

To these words of the Bishop of Puy an universal 
assent was given. Each of the nobles present de- 
livered, in accordance to his rank and dignity, his 
opinion; and all, from the highest to the lowest, 
coincided in the views of Adelmar, and confirmed, 
even by a solemn oath, that the conditions insisted 
upon by Bohemond should be complied with. Bohe- 
mond then disclosed to the chiefs of the army the 
plan he intended to adopt, and each repaired to his 
quarters to have scaling ladders prepared. 

As to Bohemond, he determined to repair to the 
Bound Towers at the appointed hour, taking as his 
sole companions Philip of Brefney and Guy of 
Mascon. 




_24 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

PLOT AND COUNTERPLOT. 

The next day, Baghi Sian and his friend Ibraham 
were seated in the luxurious chamber reserved for 
his orgies by the Turkish ruler over Antioch. Both 
were engaged in refreshing themselves with an indul- - 
gence forbidden by their prophet, for in the midst of 
the costly viands before them there were flasks and 
golden goblets filled with the richest wines. 

In the moody looks and the frowning brows, both 
of the Governor of Antioch and his lieutenant, there 
was no semblance of festivity ; and therefore, the 
luxuries they partook of seemed to be participated in 
more for the purpose of dissipating care, than as a 
means of enjoyment. Ibraham was unconscious how 
much his self-disclosures had lowered him in the. 
estimation of his companion; and he consequently 
preserved the same manner towards Baghi Sian, 
which he had always observed, although he could 
not but feel conscious that there was a coolness in the 
reception towards him, and a guardedness of expres- 
sion in addressing him, which he had never before 
remarked. As to Baghi Sian he looked upon Ibraham 
with abhorrence, but was anxious to conceal the state 
of his feelings respecting the lieutenant, first because 
he was the only one he could endure as an associate, 
and next, because in a time like the present, when 
the city that he commanded was besieged by a 
numerous and valiant army, he knew that perfect 
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reliance could be placed in Ibraham’s skill as a 
general, and his courage as a soldier. He distrusted 
Ibraham, but he trusted no one else ; and though he 
determined that Ibraham never again should have 
his confidence, still in the shrewdness of Ibraham’s 
remarks* as well as in the malignity of his nature, 
he found frequently a cue to guide his judgment, and 
a willing response in his own bad heart. 

Thus sat these two men, both despising and dis- 
trusting the other, yet in manner and in words still 
seeming to be boon companions and sincere friends ; 
and their intercourse apparently, as unreserved as it 
ever had been. 

They had been sitting now for some time together 
— moody, silent, morose— eating, drinking, yet utter- 
ing not one word, when Ibraham, as if a sudden 
thought had occurred to him, said: — 

“ What a strange, incomprehensible lie that was 
which the knave told you yesterday, of the Turkish 
maiden being concealed in the chamber of Feroz !” 

“ It would be alike strange and incomprehensible 
as a statement ;” remarked Baghi Sian, “ if it were, 
as you say, a lie without any semblance of a fact to 
rest upon.” 

“ And there was none such.” 

“It is not just to say so,” continued Baghi Sian. • 
“There was a fact to which our own eyes were 
witness.” 

“ What !” cried Ibraham, “ that Selim, when 
convicted of having told a falsehood, had pointed to 
a spy returning to the Christian camp, escorted by 
four soldiers. What possible connexion can there 
be between a woman in the chamber of Ferox, and 
a spy that had passed beyond the reach of a balista?” 
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“ Selim said there was,” doggedly remarked Baghi 
Sian. 

“.Selim should say something — do something to 
save his worthless ears from the scissors, and his 
feet from the bastinado, and hence he slew, or 
attempted to slay, four good brave soldiers. Knave ! 
I hope I may again lay hands upon him, and I shall 
have him impaled for that discharge from the balista. 
I tell you he gave utterance to a lie — and I know it.” 
“Know it!” exclaimed Baghi Sian, aroused out 
of his torpidity of manner towards Ibraham — “ how 
could you possibly know it ? The men who might 
have proved the fact one way or another, were killed 
on the spot.” 

“Not outright killed,” replied Ibraham. “ Three 
were slain at once ; the fourth was mortally wounded 
— and that fourth was honest Mustapha; you may 
remember his dexterity with the sword as a headsman. 
He never failed in decapitating a criminal with a 
single blow. I remember how heartily you enjoyed 
the joke, when he took off the heads of ten Christians 
with as many blows, and when you complimented him 
on his skill, he replied, ‘ It was quite a luxury for a 
person to be beheaded by him/ and requested that 
when there was any friend of yours you desired to 
have killed, and yet would save him from unnecessary 
pain, you should send for him.” 

“ I remember Mustapha very well,” said Baghi 
Sian. “ Poor fellow ! and was he one of the four 
soldiers slain yesterday ?” 

“He was,” replied Ibraham ; “ and the villain who 
slew him shall dearly rue his dexterity as a bowman, 
should he ever come within the swing of my scimitar.” 
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“ You may impale, or quarter, or flay alive the vil- 
lain who slew honest, dexterous Mustapha, as you 
please/' said Baghi Sian. “ But Mustapha, you say, 
was mortally wounded. Is he still living?" 

“Alas! no," replied Ibraham. “But I saw him, 
spoke with him, questioned him before he died." 

“Well — well — well," cried the impatient Baghi 
Sian, “what said he of the Turkish maiden?" 

“Not one word." 

“Not one word!" 

“ No," said Ibraham, “ not one single word ; but 
upon my asking him who it was that he was accompa- 
nying to the outermost line of the Christian encamp- 
ment, he answered, ‘It was a spy — whom he well 
knew , and that he had often so accompanied before , 
and who had always brought back valuable intelligence 
to Antioch .’ " 

These latter expressions were the invention of 
Ibraham. 

“ Mustapha added," continued Ibraham, “ that 
though he knew where the shot came from, still he 
did not suspect any one to have discharged it but a 
Christian , as his hatred to the Christians was well 
known, and he never lost an opportunity of exhibiting 
it. He said, too, that his great consolation in dying 
was, that he had been a relentless persecutor of 
-Christianity, and he died in the hope that all the 
bad deeds he had done to them would help him to a 
high throne in Paradise ; and, with these words, the 
pious and incomparable Mustapha expired." 

“ Then it was a lie — a foul lie — a base lie — an 
insolent lie to tell to me. Oh ! the next moment I see 
that villain Selim, his head shall be rolling on the 
24 * 
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earth before me, without even one word of explana- 
tion,’ * exclaimed the furious Baghi Sian. 

Ibraham rubbed his hands with joy, at finding that 
the few words he had himself added to those which 
actually had been spoken by Mustapha, had removed 
from his path a rival who was seeking, like himself, 
to have an unlimited command over the wealth of his 
patron. • 

“It was a lie — an infamous lie,” continued Baghi 
Sian, “for the purpose of extorting gold from me.” 

“ That is the fact,” drily remarked Ibraham. 

“It was a lie,” said Baghi Sian, still chafing with 
rage. “ The knave, I suppose, had been told how 
anxious I was to discover where the Turkish maiden 
was concealed, and hearing of a spy being with Feroz, 
he took advantage of the circumstance to fix suspicion 
on an honest man.” 

“ When you choose to exercise your faculties,” said 
Ibraham, “ I know no man who can surpass you in 
astuteness, in perfect reasoning, and in matchless 
clearness of judgment.” 

The gross flattery was well-timed, and at a former 
period would have won for him who uttered it a purse 
of gold. Baghi Sian at first smiled, but the smile 
was changed into a frown when he remembered the 
words that Ibraham had spoken ijLhis magic sleep. 

“ I beseech you, Ibraham,” said Baghi Sian, “ to 
say to me what jrou think in your heart, and not to 
utter words that can only be intended to gratify my 
vanity. You know I have no vanity in my nature*” 

“ Compound of vanity and selfishness,” thought 
Ibraham to himself ; “I dishonour myself when I 
compliment you.” 
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“But,” continued Baghi Sian, “having been mis- 
led in one instance, how comes it to pass that neither 
you nor any one else can discover any traces of the 
Turkish maiden ?” 

“ You never asked me to seek after her,” replied 
Ibraham. 

“ Never asked you /” indignantly remarked Baghi 
Sian. “ Never asked you! Why should I ask you? 
Do you not know my anxiety about her ? Are you 
not aware I would give the whole of the wealth I 
possess, to have her in this citadel ?” 

“ I never heard you say such words before. If I 
had,” observed Ibraham, “your words would have 
made a due impression upon me, and I would have 
realized your wishes.” 

“ Obtain a clue to where the maiden w,” said 
Baghi Sian, “ and you shall have that reward which 
I promised Selim. By stratagem or by force place 
her here in this citadel, and I tell you there is not a 
gold coin in my treasure-chamber that you may not 
bear away with you as your own.” 

“ The first thing to be done,” remarked Ibraham, 
is to find out where she is.” 

“ Aye, aye, that is it. Now,” said Baghi Sian, 
“ let me see what is the first thing you would do.” 
Ibraham, enchanted at the prospect of obtaining 
such immense wealth, now for the first time entered 
heartily into a subject, which hitherto he had been 
discussing with no other object in view than that of 
irritating the temper, and baffling, while pretending 
to aid, Baghi Sian, in his search after Amine. 

“ If I understand what you have told me about 
thip matter,” said Ibraham, “ when you were struck 
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down from your horse by a young Crusader knight, 
the maiden was seized upon by the Greek. ,, 

“Yes, yes, that is the fact,” observed Baghi Sian. 
“ Very well,” replied Ibraham. “ Up to this time 
you have been inquiring after the maiden. Of course, 
you know where the Greek is.” 

“ The Greek ! psha ! who cares about the Greek ? 
Who would desire ever again to see him, unless it 
was to find he was bringing the Turkish woman with 
him?” 

“ That may be ; but still, when you cannot tell 
me where both are, how can you be sure that where 
the one is, the other is not there also?” 

“ I never thought of that before,” said Baghi Sian. 
“Dolt ! and fool that I am !” 

“Your Highness,” remarked Ibraham, with a 
slight sneer, “ will not allow others to flatter you, 
and I must admit you are not disposed to flatter 
yourself.” 

“ Pardon me for my former rudeness,” said Baghi 
Sian, delighted to find a new clue presented to him. 
“ There are ten purses of gold, I pray you to accept 
them.” 

“ ‘ The gift of a friend is sweeter than honey,’ says 
the proverb ; it is welcome as sunshine on a winters 
day, and more cheering than the breeze of morning 
in the sultry heats of summer. “ These are wise 
maxims,” continued Ibraham, “ and I never experi- 
enced how true they were until this moment. Your 
Highness can command my best energies, and all my 
faculties in a search after the Turkish maiden.” 

“ Thanks! thanks !” said Baghi Sian, who reposed 
confidence in the talents, but not in the sincerity or 
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honesty of his associate. “ What say yon, then, as 
to the Greek ?” 

“ I think he is playing yon false,” said Ibraham, 
with perfect confidence in the accuracy of his asser- 
tion ; for he was one of those self-confident, worldly- 
wise men, who fancy their reasoning must be just 
when they assume that their fellow-men are base, 
corrupt, treacherous, and wicked. 

“ You think that he is playing me false ?” 
u I do ; I always thought so — always said so,” said 
Ibraham. 

“ Not always ,” drily remarked Baghi Sian. 

“ I beg your Highness' pardon,” continued Ibra- 
ham. “ I feel certain I never could have said other- 
wise than that the Greek was a knave. I am positive 
I cannot recollect having said or thought otherwise.” 
“Very probably not,” observed Baghi Sian; “but 
now your reasons why you at present denounce him 
as acting falsely and knavishly towards me.” 

“ Look at his entire conduct,” said Ibraham. 
“ He has come here, seeking money from you, and 
obtaining it, too ; and each time promising that the 
next time he came he would bring the maiden with 
him. Well, these have been his promises ; but what 
have been his performances ? Have they not ever 
had the same ending ? a failure . I admit there was 
a clever excuse made, and for the last failure there 
may be offered a better exculpation than for any 
other, because he brought you within reach of the 
maiden. But consider, if you and he were prepared 
to earry her away, there was also prepared (I do 
not say by whom) the means for effectually resisting 
you ; but still, the Greek was seen carrying her away . 
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Since then — she has disappeared, and so has he. If 
he were able to take her away, and desired to give 
her to you, what more natural, what more easy, than 
to have borne her off to Antioch ? I can understand 
the Greek concealing her from the Christians, but 
why conceal her from you ? If afraid of delivering 
her up, where could he be so secure from pursuit or 
from vengeance as in the midst of your soldiers, and 
shielded by the walls of Antioch ? Why, then, 
conceal himself, if he were not also concealing the 
maiden from you ? And why conceal the maiden 
from you, but because he believes once he has de- 
livered her up to you, he loses the power of extracting 
more gold from you. When the pond has been de- 
prived of its fishes, no one wastes his bait upon its 
waters. As long as he can tempt you to pursue, he 
has a command over you ; but when the chase is at 
an end, and the game has been run down, no one 
thinks of the huntsman. You see how he has acted, 
and I point out to you the plain, intelligible motive 
for his conduct.* * 

“ You do — you do,” said Baghi Sian. “ It must 
be as you say. The Greek has the maiden in his 
power — a search must be made after him . When 
next he presents himself within these walls, we shall 
try the strength of torture upon him, and extract from 
his mangled limbs the secret of her hiding-place.* * 

The conversation of the two friends'was interrupted 
by the appearance of the old man, the magician, in 
the chamber. Baghi Sian started at the apparition, 
for he had given strict orders that none should be 
allowed to approach him, except upon matters of 
urgent necessity affecting the safety of the city. His 
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face reddened with rage at finding the command had 
been disobeyed, and he turned fiercely upon the old 
man as he stood bowing lowly and silently before him. 

“ Well, sirrah ! what means this intrusion upon 
my privacy ? Wast thou not told it was my wish not 
to be disturbed ?” 

“ I was informed that the command of your High- 
ness was very strict upon that point, but that there 
was one condition attached to it.” 

“ Well,” said Baghi Sian, still in an angy tone. 

“ And that condition I have complied with,” re- 
plied the old man, in a firm, composed voice, as his 
eye rested with pleasure upon the piles of gold plate 
before him. 

“ Ha !” exclaimed Baghi Sian, bounding up from 
the low couch on which he had been sitting cross- 
legged, “ thou hast, then, information to give me of 
importance as regards the safe keeping of Antioch.” 
“ I have,” said the old man, not turning to look 
either at Baghi Sian or Ibraham, but his eyes re- 
maining fixed as if they had been fascinated by the 
glaring magnificence of the golded plate. 

“ Be cautious in your dealing with this man,” 
whispered Ibraham to Baghi Sian. “ Remember he 
is the confederate of the Greek runaway, who is 
seeking by every base device to extract money from 
you. See how his covetous eye feasts itself upon tho 
gorgeous display of gold on your table.” 

u I thank you for the caution, and will act upon 
it,” replied Baghi Sian, who then turned to the old 
man, and said in a tone of disdain, “ I am prepared 
to hear thy tidings.” 

u And I to tell them,” replied the old man. 
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44 Proceed,” said Baghi Sian. 

44 I have, continued the old man, 44 risked life and 
limb to bring thee tidings of great importance. Hast 
no reward to give for such service ?” 

44 It is as I guessed,” whispered Ibraham, 44 the old 
knave does not even disguise from you that he wants 
to cheat you out of money. ,, 

44 The reward I give,” said Baghi Sian, 44 is always 
in proportion to the value of the information received. 
If thou hast risked life and limb merely to intrude 
upon me in my few moments of relaxation, with some 
gossiping story of no importance to me to know, then 
thou hast risked life and limb upon the chance of 
losing them by being justly punished for thy folly.” 

44 The tidings I bring are of importance. Dost 
wish to know them? if so, name your reward,” 
doggedly and surlily replied the old man. 

44 If the information is considered by me of impor- 
tance, thou shalt name thyself the reward for them,” 
said Baghi Sian ; 44 and oh the other hand, if I con- 
ceive it worthless, I shall name the punishment for 
an impertinent intrusion upon my time.” 

44 Be it so,” replied the old man ; 44 then I claim 
as my reward those two golden vases, around whose 
rims are entwined thick circles of rubies.” 

44 Agreed,” said Baghi Sian ; 44 and if I do not 
approve of thy intelligence, I doom thee to lose thy 
tongue, so that thou never again .shalt play the 
braggart.” 

44 And I would suggest his ears also,” said Ibra- 
ham, 44 so that he may never again listen to what is 
not worth repeating.” 

44 1 am content,” said the old man, as he cast a 
look of contempt upon Ibraham. 
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“ Well, proceed ; what hast thou now to say V 9 
said Baghi Sian, anxious for an excuse to gratify his 
cruel disposition in the mutilation of the old man who 
stood before him, and was then completely in his 
power. 

“ My information is this,” said the old man : “ the 
Crusaders are about to make an attack upon Antioch, 
and they calculate upon being in possession of the 
city before forty-eight hours have elapsed, and their 
calculation is based upon the fact that there are per- 
sons in Antioch prepared to aid them, by betraying 
the city into their hands. 7 7 

At the same moment Baghi Sian and Ibraham 
started up from the banqueting table and grasped 
their swords, 

“ What ! the Christians about to attack Antioch ! 
traitors in the city prepared to aid them ! Here, 
Ibraham, is, indeed, important intelligence. The 
vases are yours; old man, you have fairly won 
them. ,, 

“Stop — stop — not so fast, sirrah,” said Ibraham, 
arresting the hand of the old man as he Was about to 
clutch the golden vases ; “ any knave could invent 
such a story as that. The question first to be ex- 
amined is not whether such information is given, but 
— is it true ? If true, how comest thou to know it?” 

“ When I tell you how I have happened to hear 
such tidings/ 7 answered the old man, “ you will have 
no doubt as to its truth. 77 

“ Speak, sirrah, 77 said Ibraham, vexed at finding 
the old man so immoveable, and determined, if he 
could, not to permit him t<5 carry off the rich orna- 
ments of which he had hoped some time or another to 

25 
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be himself the possessor, “ Speak, sirrah, and 
observe, if thou attemptest to deceive us, that though 
his Highness may be satisfied to take thy tongue 
and ears, nought less than thy life shall content 
me.” 

The old man looked at Baghi Sian, and at once 
perceived in his scowling brow that in him he would 
find no protection from the violence of Ibraham, and 
from that moment he resolved, if ever the opportunity 
presented itself, to take the life of Baghi Sian. For 
the present, he saw that all his ability and cleverness 
would be required to enable him to escape from Ibra- 
ham. He judged of Ibraham by his own heart, and 
perceived that if he desired to reserve himself for 
practising, upon one or both, some act of vengeance, 
he must not then claim the reward to which he knew 
he was fairly entitled. 

“ Speak, sirrah !” said Ibraham ; “ but be carefnl, 
I tell thee, for by thy silence I detect thee ; thou art 
plotting the narration of an improbable tale.” 

“ I am about to tell the simple truth, plainly, 
briefly, and I hope intelligibly,” replied the old man. 
“ It was, I suppose, about two hours past midnight, 
the dawn of day was certainly some hours distant, 
and although there was no moon shining, the stars 
afforded sufficient light to discern persons at a short 
distance. I was lurking on the outskirts of the 
Christian encampment, when I observed three 
warriors approaching : the three were walking at a 
quick pace together, and they were plainly coming 
from the City of Antioch. The moment I perceived 
them I flung myself flat on the ground, and they 
passed within ten yards of me. The persons of the 
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three were well known to me : the first was an old 
soldier, a man practised in all the stratagems of war ; 
his name was Guy of Mascon.” 

The old man paused, and there was, a hollow sound, 
as of horror, in mentioning the hated name. 

“ Well, well, go on, do not stop to think of what 
thou art going to say next,” said Ibraham, with ma- 
lignant irony in his voice. 

The old man did not appear to observe the 
insinuation against his truthfulness, but proceeded : 
— “ The second was an Irish knight, Philip of Bref- 
ney, the same who unhorsed his Highness in the 
Christian encampment.” 

“ It was fairly done in the battle field,” remarked 
Baghi Sian. “ I bear him no resentment for that. I 
hope, however, we may meet again, and I shall repay 
the blow with a soldier's sword.” 

“ The third,” said the old man, “ was Bohemond, 
Prince of Tarentum.” 

“Oh! monstrous story!” said Ibraham. “What! 
the Prince of Tarentum, the chief man amongst all 
the Crusaders, with the exception of Godfrey of 
Buoillon, skulking like a spy, with two companions 
and no armed band of knights to attend him ! Dost 
think, old knave, that his Highness is such an idiot 
as to believe such a story as that ?” 

“Aye,” chimed in Baghi Sian, “ how thinkest thon 
I could be idiot and dolt enough to believe that the 
Prince Bohemond was wandering abdut the walls of 
Antioch at midnight ?” 

“Listen patiently to what I have to say, and, 
mayhap you shall find that what appears to be in- 
credible is certainly true. As these three persons 
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passed me, I heard a portion of their conversation, 
and these are the exact words, as they reached my 
ears, of what was said by each : — 

“ ‘ I do not doubt what he says, nor what he pro- 
poses to do, but all I doubt is, will he have the firm- 
ness and the courage to adhere to what he has said/ 
Said Guy of Mascon. 

“ ‘ 1 know from what she states respecting him 
that his mind is now fixed upon carrying out what 
she first proposed to him, and that he is prepared to 
lose his life sooner than abandon the project/ Said 
Philip of Brefney. 

“ 6 I am confident of its success ; I am sure of 
him ; he will do as he has promised/ Said Prince 
Bohemond. 

“ 6 Then that being the case, it will be ours before 
two nights more have passed away/ Said Guy of 
Mascon. 

“ These,” continued the old man, “ are the words 
I heard. They show that Antioch is about to be 
attacked ; that it will be attacked, because there is 
treachery somewhere in • the city ; and now, let me 
add, that to effect such an object I see no improba- 
bility in one so high in rank as Prince Bohemond 
being abroad at midnight with only two companions. 
The city of Antioch is richer than the whole of his 
principality ; and when the person prepared to be- 
tray it could not come to him without being dis- 
covered, I can perceive no degradation in the prince 
proceeding at the only time when it could be done 
with safety, and without observation from those who 
might mar the plot, to have a conference with the 
traitor/ 1 


Digitized by {jOoq le 


PLOT AND COUNTERPLOT. 


293 


“ I warn thee, old man.” said Ibraham, “to be 
very careful that thou speakest naught but the truth 
to the three questions I am about to ask thee, for upon 
thy candour will depend the fact, whether or not thou 
shall leave this room a living man. Candour in re- 
ply to my questions may secure to thee life and limb, 
though it may leave thee without reward. Dost 
understand me ?” 

“ I understand you perfectly,” said the old man, 
believing that he detected in the address to him of 
Ibraham, the determination to cheat him out of his 
promised gold. 

“Very well!” continued Ibraham. “Nowhere 
are the three questions I have to ask thee. Answer 
them plainly : do not attempt to explain them — only 
answer them candidly. Dost understand me ?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“ These, then,” said Ibraham, “ are my three 
questions: — First — In the coversation thou sayest 
thou heard between the three Crusaders, was the 
name of Antioch ever mentioned? Second — Is it 
not a fact that thou and the Greek Alexander of 
Constantinople have been constant associates ? Third 
— Canst thou tell where Alexander has been hiding 
since the night he ran away with the Turkish maiden ? 
Speak, man — speak, I say, without stuttering or 
hesitation.” 

“ In -answer to your first question, I have already 
mentioned, word for word, the conversation between 
the Crusaders as I heard it, and I am bound to ad- 
mit that the word i Antioch’ never was mentioned ; 
but no one can doubt that, considering where they 
25 * 
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were coming from, and the substance of their con- 
versation, that they could ” 

“ No explanation. I said their should be no expla- 
nation/’ said Ibraham. 

“ Aye, aye ; no explanation,” replied Baghi Sian ; 
“ when we know the facts we can give our own ex- 
planations to them. What sayest thou to Ibraham’s 
second question ?” 

“It is true,” said the old man, “the Greek 
Alexander and I have been very frequently together 
of late; but- ” 

“No explanation,” interrupted Ibraham. 

“Oh, no — no explanation,” added Baghi Sian; 
“ but now reply to the third question.” 

“Alexander the Greek,” replied the old man, 
“ has been hiding in the neighbourhood of the Chris- 
tian encampment.” 

“ Ha ! I knew it ; I was sure of it. Does not 
your Highness perceive how just was my surmise as 
to the artful Greek?” said Ibraham in a triumphant 
tone. “I pray your Highness to dismiss this man 
without injury to life or limb, for he has answered 
my questions with perfect candour, and if he had not 
done so, I could have convicted him out of his own 
mouth of practising a deception upon you. Go away 
honest man ; thy zeal may be great, but years are 
manifestly weakening thy understanding, if, indeed, 
thou ever hast been remarkable for intelligence and 
ability. It is impossible, and therefore cannot be 
true, that a man of the high rank held by Prince 
Bohemond would travel with but two attendants to 
have an interview with a traitor; because, if such a 
proposition were made to him, he would at once per- 
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ceive it was an attempt to make him a prisoner, or 
to slay him under the false pretence of holding a 
conference with a man of whom previously he could 
not possibly know anything. A leader of an army 
never so risks the safety of the troops that follow his 
banner in battle. Bohemond is an old, practised, 
wily general, and could not be entrapped into an 
interview away from his followers at midnight. 
Showing, then, as I think I have done, that the 
person thou didst hear speaking was not, because he 
could not , be Bohemond, what does the conversation 
thou hast narrated amount to ? Nothing — absolutely 
nothing ; some wild project in which a women is 
mixed up, because, according to that conversation as 
detailed by thee, some one was more than once re- 
ferred to as 4 she.* Am I not not correct in saying 
so ?” 

44 Yes,” said the old man, 44 but ” 

44 No explanation/* interrupted Ibraham. 44 It all 
turned upon something ^ she stated/ and upon some- 
thing 4 she first proposed/ Now, what in the name of 
the Holy Prophet could a woman have to do with pro- 
posing to betray Antioch ? No woman that I am aware 
of, is the caretaker of wall, rampart, or tower in 
Antioch, and yet thy story, which would make the 
conversation refer to the capture of Antioch, all hinges 
upon the help of a female, and the proposal of a 
female to betray it! Was there ever beard any 
nonsense like to this ? And yet it is to tell such 
an improbability as this! a tale that has no intel- 
ligible beginning, and no comprehensible ending, that 
thou hast disturbed his Highness. Go away, good 
man, and be thankful to his Highness that he 
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remits that punishment which would be but a just 
retribution for thy grave and gross indiscretion in 
disturbing him. Go away, I say, honest old man, his 
Highness pardons thee. The Christians are not 
fools, and would not weaken their force by an attack 
on Antioch, when they stand in hourly fear of being 
assailed by the multitudinous army of Corbohan. 
Away, old man, thou art forgiven.” 

“I take my leave of you,” said the magician. 
u I have told you the truth, and you will not believe 
it. I lose my reward because you will not listen to 
my words ; but if it be neglected, you will lose much 
more than I do — your lives. If Antioch be cap- 
tured by the Crusaders, I am speaking now to two 
men who, forty-eight hours from this time, will be 
numbered with the dead. When next we meet, 
Baghi Sian, you will be sure which has told you the 
truth, the man who stands by your side, or the man 
who now takes his leave of you. Farewell.” 

The old man looked again at the two golden vases, 
and muttered to himself — “ I must have the rubies 
on these vases, or lose my life in the attempt. 
Yillians! you have defrauded me; but your blind- 
ness will be your own destruction, and I shall be 
here to witness it.” 

“ Well, Ibraham,” said Baghi Sian to his associate, 
when they were again alone, “ what think you of the 
old man’s story ? He spoke as if he believed it to 
be true.” 

“ And I would act as if I too believed it to be true, 
which I do not. I merely think it was the Greek' 9 
device to win from you those golden vessels which 
the old man covets. Whether true or false, I would 
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redouble my precautions in the care of the city, at 
least I would make the Christians that are still in 
Antioch suffer on account of the conduct of their 
associates outside the walls, and to whom, no doubt, 
they would , if they could, betray the city.” 

“ Right,” remarked Baghi Sian ; “ and then 
recollect what poor Mustapha said, that he was sure 
the balista had been discharged against him by the 
hand of a Christian. Come, Ibraham, let a general 
search be made for all the Christians in Antioch ; 
arrest them all, put chains upon them, cast them into 
dungeons. Be diligent in your search; I permit 
you to plunder the house of every Christian, and the 
command is one, I am sure, that will be diligently 
executed.” 

“Most punctually,” replied Ibraham, with alac- 
rity ; “ before nightfall, you may rest assured there 
shall not be a Christian in Antioch without fetters 

on his feet, and chains on his hands, and ” 

“ Without money in his purse,” said Baghi Sian. 

“ Without money in his purse, be sure of it,” 
added Ibraham, joyously. 

“And at nightfall,” said Baghi Sian, “you shall 
accompany me* There is not one of the four hun- 
dred towers of Antioch but shall be visited by us. 
If there be treachery on foot, we shall detect the 
traitors in the midst of their plot.” 

“Traitors! psha!” said Ibraham* as he followed 
Baghi Sian from the apartment. “ The greatest 
traitor your Highness can ever see in Antioch was 
the old villain, the companion of the Greek, who 
sought by a fabricated tale, to win a reward to which 
he was not entitled.: Remember the army of Corbo- 
han is within two days’ march of Antioch.” 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE EMIR OF THE ROUND TOWERS. 

It was night. Darkness had fallen upon the earth 
for some hours, and all around was solemn, still, and 
moveless, as if the whole race of mankind were buried 
in profound repose. The air itself seemed to be 
motionless ; and there was not a single breath to fan 
the flushed cheek of him who, alone of the whole city 
of Antioch, seemed at that moment to be awake, and 
watchful. From time to time the solitary man 
peered over the battlements, and gazed with a longing 
eye into the blinding darkness, as if, by the intensity 
of his gaze, he could penetrate the fathomless depth 
of its obscurity, and impart a ray of light to that 
awful darkness which lay beneath him and around 
him. From time to time the watcher closed his eyes, 
as if he would concentrate all his faculties in the 
single sense of hearing ; and hanging, with out- 
stretched head and body, over the seemingly bottom- 
less abyss beneath, turning his ear towards, the 
Christian encampment, as if he would detect the 
minutest sound that would indicate a movement, or 
afford to him the hope that those he was expecting 
were on their way towards him. 

The solitary watcher was Feroz, who thus stood on 
the highest of the Round Towers under his command, 
and who awaited that great moment when he should 
act upon the suggestion of his child, and yield up the 
place under his command to the Christians. 
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u In less than an hour from this time,” said l?eroz, 
communing with himself, “ the Crusaders should be 
at the foot of this tower. It is strange that I cannot 
as yet note a sound indicative of the slightest move- 
ment in their camp. 

v “ What ! if they are hot coming ; and the oppor- 
tunity I have afforded them be not taken advantage 
of ! How awful the consequences to them and — to 
myself. 

“ But this is a foolish supposition ; they will come 
— they must — and yet — no — there is a chance they 
may not do so. They may have heard of what has 
just occurred in Antioch ; they may have been told 
how the Christians in Antioch have this day been 
treated by Baghi Sian — of the search for them in all 
parts of the city— of the numbers that have been 
arrested and put in chains — of the spoliation of 
houses — of all those circumstances that would go to 
prove that my plot with Bohemond had been dis- 
covered ; and, therefore, their attempt now to take 
Antioch from a garrison, put on the alert for its 
defence, would alone end in the destruction of those 
by whom it was assailed. All this may have occurred ; 
as, doubtless, they are, through spies, well informed 
of what is passing amongst us ; and if they do know 
them, then there is the chance they will not come — 

“ Hist ! hist— I hear a sound as of soldiers 
advancing — they come! they come !” 

Feroz leant eagerly over the battlements for a few 
minutes ; but it was only to be convinced that his 
imagination had deceived him. 

“ No ! no !” he resumed, “ they are not yet coming ! 
—if they ever do come. 


Digitized by v^oogle 



300 


FLORINS. 


“ And now that I do think — can think calmly over 
the events of this awful day, is it not strange that 
the plan for delivering up the city, which could only 
be known to myself in Antioch, and to none but a 
few of the Christian leaders, to Philip of Brefhey, 
Amine, and the old soldier who accompanied Prince 
Bohemond last night, should, notwithstanding all our 
precautions, have so far escaped as to give rise to the 
rumour that Antioch is about to be betrayed into the 
hands of the Christians. 

“ Are there, in sooth, evil spirits in the air who, 
foreseeing the dimunition of their dominion by means 
of the good act I am resolved to do, and yet, being 
unable to divulge the fact, infect the minds of their 
followers as with an epidemic, by instilling into them 
an apprehension of what is about to occur. 

“No spy could have detected our plot — no eaves- 
dropper have overheard our discourse ; or else I 
should long since have been arrested with the inno- 
cent Christians now in chains ; and instead of being, 
as I am at present, a guardian of the three towers, I 
should long ere this hour have lain a headless corpse 
in the ditch that is beneath me. 

“ I have not been betrayed— of that I feel assured 
— and yet some rumour of a plot has oozed out, and 
it is credited, or else Baghi Sian and his cruel lieu- 
tenant, Ibraham, never would have acted as they 
have done this day. Baghi Sian’s suspicions are 
aroused ; but he knows not whom to condemn as a 
criminal, and, therefore, he is unjust to many inno- 
cent persons. 

“ Strange ! most strange ! how such a rumour 
should have got abroad ; but now that it is evoked, 
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the slightest accident may afford a cine to what is 
really intended, and then — my death is inevitable. 

“Well! and if it should be so, then my death 
would afford but a poor reparation for my past life of 
evil ; and happy ! oh ! how happy for me if I can 
purchase salvation with my life, though it be but in 
the vain effort to do what is right. But hist ! hist ! 

I certainly hear now the advance of soldiers. My 
ears now I am sure do not deceive me.” 

Feroz again leant over the battlements, and again 
listened attentively. 

“Yes,” he exclaimed, “there are certainly foot- 
steps approaching. Thank heaven !” 

Scarcely was the ejaculation uttered when his eyes 
were shocked by perceiving star-like lights appearing 
on the distant battlements, and that they were gradu- 
ally approaching the spot on which he stood, and 
whilsj; he watched the flickering fires as they were 
coming towards him, his ear caught a sound of the 
slow, heavy, but cautious march of soldiers in the 
plain beneath him. 

“Alas! alas!” he cried, “here is Bagla Sian 
visiting the various watches on the ramparts ; and 
beneath I find are the Crusaders fast approaching to 
the Round Towers. What is to be done, if the Cru- 
saders mistake these lights for signals to retire or — 
to advance ? In either case our plan fails ; or, if 
they do not perceive them, and yet send a messenger 
. upon the rampart by the rope I have let down, and ^ 
he comes here when Baghi Sian is speaking with 
me ! ! ! Alas ! alas ! what is to be done ? I shall 
pull in the rope. I can do that much at least to pre- 
vent so terrible an accident occurring.” 

26 
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Feroz ran to a rope which was hanging from the 
battlements to the earth ; he pulled at it, expecting 
to be able to haul it in, in a few moments ; but found 
all his exertions vain. 

u Woe is me !” he said — “ I am too late, there is 
a Crusader ascending. Ha ! here he is.” 

At that instant the bright steel cap of a Crusader 
. appeared over the battlement, and the hand of the 
soldier had grasped a firm hold, with the intention of 
bounding inside, when Feroz caught hold of the man, 
and said : — “ Back, back for your life — here is Baghi 
Sian, with a numerous body-guard attending him. 
If he or they should see you, they will slay you ; back, 
then, with all speed : when you descend to the earth, 
give the rope two chucks, and I shall then cut it. As 
soon as Baghi Sian has left this, say to your leader, 
I will call from the wall 6 Amine let him repeat the 
word we used as a recognition last night, as a sjgnal 
that he aDd his followers are prepared to ascend, and 
I shall then let down another rope. Away ! away, 
now, in all haste — mind, two chucks to the rope, and 
then — it will be cut away.” 

The bright helmet disappeared, and as it did so, 
Feroz drew his sword, and holding one hand on the 
rope, he waited with a throbbing heart to find the 
notification given of the man’s safe descent. He felt 
the rope turn twice with a sudden motion beneath his 
hand, his sword severed the rope, and as he did so, 
^ there was a short, low cry ; and at the same moment, 
the topmost tower on which Feroz stood was filled as 
if with one blaze of light issuing from a hundred 
torches, borne by the soldiers of Baghi Sian, and in 
the midst of them walked the ruler of Antioch, 
attended by his associate, Ibraham. 
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.•“See!” said Ibraham, with a malignant Sneer, 
44 what a careful sentinel the faithful Feroz is ; he 
not only is at his post, but he is so watchful, that he 
has already drawn his sword, so as to be prepared to 
kill any foeman that might venture to intrude upon 
his post.” 

44 I trust,” said Feroz, sheathing his sword, as he 
spoke, 44 it is not a crime for a warrior, when he feels 
his limbs chilled with cold, to exercise them in that 
way, which most conduces to excite warmth in an 
aged and chilled frame.” 

44 Thou art at thy post, where a good soldier ought 
ever to be found,” replied Baghi Sian ; 44 and if thou 
choosest to expose thy sword-blade to rust, that is a 
folly for which thy general has no right to censure 
thee, although the slave who polishes thy weapons 
may have good cause to complain of the additional 
trouble imposed upon him. I have, however, some- 
thing more serious to speak to thee about than flour- 
ishing thy sword-blade amid the falling dews of night. 
Thou hast heard of the rumors that prevail in An- 
tioch.” 

44 1 have,” replied Feroz, 44 and of the precaution- 
ary measures you have adopted.” 

44 Mine are but general measures,” said Baghi 
Sian, 44 but what I wish to discover is the guilty man 
in particular.” 

44 To you, I am sure, answered Feroz, 44 it would 
• be a very desirable thing to know.” 

44 Hum!” grunted out, in a discontented tone, 
Baghi Sian, 44 has it never occurred to thee that sus- 
picion was likely to fall upon thyself?” 

44 Upon me!" exclaimed Feroz — 44 and wherefore 
upon me ?” 
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“ The plot is a Christian plot : thou hast been a 
Christian,” said Baghi Sian ; “ and therefore it may 
be supposed thou sympathisest with those of whom 
thou hast once been a member.” 

“ If that be so, then why am I still left in com- 
mand of a post, which it is in my power to betray?” 
replied Feroz. “ But with due respect to your High- 
ness, I must observe, that suspicion cannot have, as 
yet at least, reached me.” 

“ And wherefore ?” asked Baghi Sian. 

“ Because if it had,” answered Feroz, “instead of 
now having the honour to speak to your Highness, I 
would be cast into a dungeon, with manacles on my 
hands, and fetters on my feet.” 

“ Thou arguest like an ingenious casuist,” said 
Ibraham, who up to this moment had remained a 
silent listener to the dialogue between his chief and 
his subordinate, and who perceived that the latter 
was able to baffle the former, in a war of words. His 
own suspicions had been aroused by finding an old 
soldier like Feroz on a high tower, with a drawn 
sword. He could not connect the fact with anything 
else; but believing ill of all men, he was convinced 
he was right in supposing that Feroz would be a trai- 
tor, if a sufficient price were paid for his treachery, 
and therefore he resolved to see if he himself could 
not bring home to the renegade the crime which it 
was his conviction he was capable of perpetrating* 
Confident in the superiority of his own mental pow- % 
ers to all who surrounded him, he therefore deter- 
mined to provoke a controversy with Feroz, in the 
hope of entrapping him. 

u Thou arguest like an ingenious casuist,” said 
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enemy when they beheld so small a body of men 
advancing against them, were confident of completing 
their victory ; and with this intent they closed their 
ranks together so as to resist the charge of the 
Christian knights. The knights paused for a moment 
— it was but for a moment — it was to pake the sign 
of the cross upon their forehead ; and then, with 
lance in rest, to plunge, as the arrow from the bow* 
flies with a deadly and sure aim, into the opposing 
masses of the enemy. Nought could resist that 
charge — back, back, back, in despite of themselves, 
the boastful enemy was driven to the river, across 
which the only means of escape was the Pharfar- 
bridge. And then when the Turks came to that 
pass, awful was the crash — and frightful the uproar 
and piercing the screams, as fugitive impeded fugi- 
tive in his flight upon the bridge, and some were 
slain with the lance, and others with the sword, and 
others by their fall down the precipitous steep to the 
river, and more were smothered in the waters of the 
Orontes. And as the knights thus drove them back 
to destruction, others of our men come to their aid, 
and rendered that destruction more sure by shooting 
or knocking down those who clung to the columns of 
the bridge, or had escaped to the opposite bank by 
swimming. The slaughter of those vile infidels was 
awful. The fair waters of the river, as they ran 
from beneath the bridge, were literally red with 
blood. Never, in any battle-field, was anything 
heard like to the clamours and shrieks of victors and 
of vanquished, such as that day were heard around 
Pharfar-bridge. The arrows flew in clouds from the 
Christian ranks, and each arrow brought instant 
36 * 
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death or a mortal wound to a flying Turk, to one 
drowning, or seeking to escape from drowning. On 
that day the enemy lost not less than twelve of their 
commanders — those whom they call Emirs ; and of 
the common men their loss was at least a thousand 
in number. It was a glorious victory ; but it was 
followed by a great scandal, which I am about to 
narrate to you. Upon the day following this battle, 
some of the Turks crept out at morning dawn from 
the city, collected together the bodies of their dead, 
and buried them on the other side of the Pharfar. 
According to the custom of their country, they in- 
terred with the great men who had been slain, rich 
and precious ornaments, cloaks embroidered with 
gold, golden coin, golden-covered quivers, and 
golden-tipped arrows, and various other things which 
it is not necesssary to mention. Intelligence of what 
they had done reached the Christian encampment. 
And then what did some wretches amongst us? 
they broke open the tombs ; they robbed the dead ; 
they mutilated the bodies of the dead. I fear to tell 
it — but I believe it. They did worse than mutilate 
the bodies of the dead.” 

“Worse than rob and mutilate the bodies of the 
buried dead !” said the bishop, “ I cannot understand 
what worst crime thou canst suppose those persons 
to be guilty of.” 

“Alas! my Lord and Bishop,” said Guy of 
Mascon, “ I cannot only suppose a worse crime, but 
I can tell you of a crime — compared with which, 
this I have spoken will appear actually trivial.” 

“ Guy,” observed the good bishop, “ I begin to 
fear listening to you.” 
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“ My Lord and Bishop, there is a crime so horrible 
that human nature shudders to think of it ; what say 
you to men feeding upon the flesh of men ?” 

“ I believe,” replied the bishop, turning pale as he 
spoke, “ that such an atrocity has occurred more 
than once ; for I know something of the past history 
of the past world. But thinkest thou that famine 
itself could force a Crusader to do that of which thou 
speakest ?” 

“ I neither speak, nor suggest, nor think aught ill 
of any Crusader” replied Guy. “ My suspicions 
rest upon the pilgrims, that is, the pretended pilgrims 
— and upon the beggars, that is, the sham beggars 
that cluster in our camp, or about it. Since the 
spoliation of the tombs, there have been strong 
suspicious circumstances to show that the bodies of 
the dead are fed upon — and trifling incidents, not 
noticed at the moment, but since then reflected upon, 
make me believe, that the false pilgrim is one of 

those man-eaters — and it shall not be ” 

“ Vengance is mine , , saith the Lord ” 

Such were the words that sounded in whispered, 
but coarse accents, so close, to the back of Guy, that 
he fancied he could feel an icy breath carrying them 
to his* ear, and chilling him as they came. 

The old soldier stood paralyzed for a minute, with 
staring eyes, and open mouth, an emblem of horror 
and surprise. At length he recovered himself, turned 
suddenly round, and in so doing, quickly drew forth 
his sword. His eye at once detected the opening 
in the tent, which was an entrance to the oratory, 
and instantly he dashed into it, perceived the pro- 
strate priest on the altar steps, seized him — forced 
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the frightened priest to turn round and look at him, 
and then without uttering one word more, he dashed 
out of the tent, as if a sudden fit of madness had 
seized upon him. 

The words that had produced so sudden a change 
in Guy, were unheard by the bishop, and hence the 
violent outburst on the part of Guy remained un- 
known to Adelmar. 

“ Alas!” he exclaimed, “can it be that Guy is 
afflicted with insanity? He says things that are 
beyond belief. But let me pause; may it not be 
that Heaven is pleased to punish us for our supine- 
ness, by the many evils we are now enduring ? 
There is a marvellous coincidence between the 
strange vision of the Antiochean priest and the 
strange assertions of the shrewd and valiant Guy of 
Mascon. Both required a rigid investigation. If 
true, ah ! then the guilty must be punished, and the 
camp purified. But how purified? Let me think: 
let me think. I have before me the example of the 
Latina major , instituted by St. Gregory the Great — 
the great priest, the great bishop, the great pontiff ; 
the great foe to the Greek tyrant; the great 
defender of popular rights in Rome ; the • great 
doctor of the Church; the great benefactor to the 
poor. And then there are the litanice minores , in 
which the mighty Charlemagne, the first Crusader, 
as we conceive him to be, took part ; and then, there 
are the processions of one, I may regard as my own 
predecessor, of Claudius Mamertus, Bishop of Vienna, 
by which so many evils were averted: and that are 
now universally practised by the Church upon our 
rogation days . But I must consult my brother 
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“ I would say — i Call the soldiers to the ramparts, 
for here is the enemy about to attack us,” answered 
Feroz. “ When the sun is above the horizon no one 
doubts it is daylight.” 

“ Good,” replied Ibraham ; “ and when the sun 
has set, I say that night is approaching. I only 
wish to argue upon facts, and not upon suspicions.” 

“But there may be facts which give rise to 
suspicions,” replied Baghi Sian. “ Although we do 
not believe what the old spy, or rather knave, told 
us to-day, still we have acted upon it — and Feroz 
convinces me we were right in doing so.” 

It was well that Ibraham did not observe how 
Feroz started and trembled, when he heard Baghi 
Sian say that he act edupon the information of a spy. 
Baghi Sian did notice the circumstance ; but it 
passed unheeded by him, as he now felt assured, 
whoever was the traitor in Antioch, Feroz could not 
be the man. He therefore, instead of turning to 
Ibraham for advice, directed his conversation to 
Feroz. 

“ And so, Emir, it is thy belief that there is a 
plot to betray Antioch into the hands of the 
Crusaders.” 

“I am convinced it is the fact,” said Feroz. 

“ And by whom dost thou think that plot will be 
effected ?” asked Baghi Sian. 

“ By one holding my position,” said Feroz ; “ by 
some one who, having care of a tower, will admit 
the Crusaders into it.” 

“ And so it must be,” said Baghi Sian. “ Ibraham, 
why did you not think of that?” 

“If. I had, I do not see how I could suggest a 
remedy for such an evil,” replied Ibraham. 
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“ I could,” remarked Feroz. 

“Well, and what would be thy remedy? I am 
anxious to learn what wise suggestion can emanate 
from thee,” said the sneering Ibraham. 

“ I would change all the Emirs from the towers 
they now hold to others,” said Feroz. 

“ That is, thou wouldst change a traitor from a 
round-tower to a square-tower,” said Ibraham con- 
temptuously. “ The danger is not in the place the 
traitor is, but in the treason he bears with him from 
an old post to a new one.” 

“ The danger is in the opportunity to commit the 
treason, and by removing him from a place with 
which he is well acquainted, you take away from 
him the opportunity to consummate what you consider 
to be his guilt,” observed Feroz. 

“ The Emir Feroz is right,” remarked Baghi Sian, 
“ and I shall act on his suggestion to-morrow . It is 
too late to do so to-night.” 

“Do so,” said Ibraham, “and if you follow my 
advice, the first person to be removed from the 
Round Towers would be its clever, cautious, but too 
suspicious Emir. Farewell, Feroz, if thou canst fight 
as well as talk, no adversary shall find a defect in 
thy armour,” 

No further greeting passed between the Governor 
of Antioch, his lieutenant, and the Emir of the 
Round Towers. They and their followers descended 
from the battlements, and in a few moments the flame 
of torches had disappeared, and Feroz was again left 
in silence and in darkness. 

Feroz watched with anxiety the receding lights as 
they proceeded along the ramparts, and it was not 
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until the torches glimmered in the distance like 
twinkling stars, that he ventured to cast a look 
over the battlements, and to listen if he could hear 
any sound to denote the presence of those whom he 
wished to find there. To one unconscious that there 
could be soldiers beneath, there was nought to be 
seen, or to be heard; but to one, like Feroz, on the 
watch, there was perceivable a hushed movement of 
of many men, and the occasional breaking of a bram- 
ble, as a cautious step was treading along ; and at 
last he felt certain the Crusaders were below. lie 
stooped down as he was searching for the coil of 
ropes which he had cast upon the earth, and as he 
did so, his hand fell on the uncovered face of a 
Soldier, who was lying beneath the rampart. 

“Fool, or knave!” said Feroz, holding to the 
naked throat of the man the short, sharp-pointed 
dagger, which he on the moment drew from his 
girdle, “ what dost thou here ?” 

“Iam the attendant of Ibraham,” said the trem- 
bling soldier ; “ he winked to me as I was departing 
with the other soldiers, to lie down here, and watch 
thee. Oh ! spare my life, and I shall speed to him, 
and say I have seen thee do nothing but look over the 
rampart as if thou wast waiting for some persons to 
come to thee, and that finding they were there, thou 
wast seeking for something to cast down to them, 
when thou didst discover me, and spared my life. 

Oh, spare me !— ho ! mere ” 

The word was never finished. The dagger of 
Feroz, w r ith a single thrust, had changed the human 
being, trembling in every limb, into a moveless and 
inanimate piece of clay. 
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“Poor wretch !” said Feroz, “ I wish I could have 
spared thee ; but if thou hadst been my own brother, 
and stood in the way of the resolution I have now 
taken to deliver up Antioch to the Crusaders, my 
dagger would have dispatched him, as it has disposed 
of thee. Would it were Ibraham that lay in thy 
place. Ha ! here is what I sought for — here is the 
rope.” 

Feroz fastened the rope firmly, strained it to its 
utmost tension, and then, satisfied it was perfectly 
secure, he looked over the battlements — glanced 
around him : the lights had disappeared ; all was 
darkness and silence ; silence below him, silence and 
darkness by his side. 

“Now — now,” exclaimed Feroz — “now the moment 
has come on which all depends. Now, though the 
tower were filled with infidels, and the word I am 
about to speak was to be followed by a hundred 
swords in my heart, or a hundred arms to cast me 
from the tower a mangled corpse to the plains beneath 
me, that word I would speak.” 

“ What ho ! there below — ho ! I say. 

“ Amine.” 

Feroz felt his heart beat audibly, as he listened 
with eager ears for a response. A minute elapsed, 
and no answer came. 

Feroz trembled in every limb. 

“ Mayhap,” said he, “ they have not hear<f me ; 
I will repeat the cry,” and he shouted out as loud as 
he could cry — Amine ! Amine ! Amine !” 

And before he could repeat the name a third time, 
there arose into the air a voice that in his ear was 
full, clear, and melodious as a trumpet, uttering the 
response he hadhopcd to hear : — 
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“ Philip op Brefney.” 

“ Right — right/' cried Feroz, with buoyant joyous- 
ness, “ they are names of happy omen. Now, friends, 
to ascend the tower," and as he spoke the words, he 
flung the thick coiled rope far away from Him into 
the obscure night. The rope boomed with a heavy 
sound as it rushed down into the dark void beneath, 
and then lay motionless. The hand of Feroz rested 
on it for some moments, as it remained perfectly still 
beneath his trembling palm — and then stiffened with 
a sudden pull. There was some one ascending ! 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE CAPTURE OP ANTIOCH — A TRUE PICTURE. 

The number of men who had been despatched 
from the Christian encampment, as if for the purpose 
of skirmishing with the outposts of the advancing 
army of Corbohan, did not exceed seven hundred 
men ; but these seven hundred might be regarded as 
the flower of the Crusaders' army — all in the prime 
of youth, all experienced in war, and all as agile in 
body as they were dauntless in spirit. Their leaders, 
to whom alone the real purpose of their expedition 
was known, where Godfrey and Robert of Flanders. 
The words addressed to these chosen warriors by 
Godfrey of Bouillon have been preserved by Albert 
of Aix-la-Chapelle, and though brief, are worthy 
of being remembered. 

“ Brother soldiers/' said Duke Godfrey, “ pilgrims 
27 
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on the road to Jerusalem — warriors, who have devoted 
your lives to God, you are now proceeding to encoun- 
ter your malignant foeman, the Turks. We are 
engaged in an affair which is soon to lead to a despe- 
rate and deadly conflict — to fight the foes of God, 
and, I trust, to win a victory over them. March on, 
then — march fearlessly ; but, to insure success, it is 
necessary to march silently. I prohibit, under the 
penalty of death, any one amongst you, no matter 
what may occur, to speak above his breath.” 

The soldiers fancied that the service, for which 
they were required to meet the enemy, was in the 
open field, or to lie in wait in abuscade ; but none 
supposed that the duty they would be called upon to 
perform would be to scale walls, or to capture a 
mighty city. 

The march of these soldiers was, at first, along a 
precipitous mountain path ; but from that they 
turned away as the darkness of night came on, and 
were led to the point where Prince Bohemond 
awaited them, beneath the tower which he hoped 
soon to have surrendered into his hands. And there 
were he and the Count of Flanders in a narrow 
valley, awaiting the men on whose valour reliance 
for complete success was fully placed. 

The man who had been sent forward to Feroz to 
ascertain if all was prepared and ready for the recep- 
tion of Bohemond, returned to say that, now the torch- 
bearers and guards had departed there was no longer 
any danger of the plot being discovered, and that 
Feroz was willing and anxious to receive them. The 
whole body of the Crusaders, under the command of 
Godfrey and Robert of Flanders, moved to the base 
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of the Round Tower, for the purpose of ascending its 
walls. 

At that moment a strange and unheard of circum- 
stance occurred — fear fell upon the hearts of the 
Crusaders, and as they looked upon the scaling 
ladders, leading they knew not whither, the end of 
the ladders resting upon the earth, but their topmost 
heights lost in darkness, a panic came upon the men : 
they fancied this was a project, not for the destruction 
of the Turks, hut their own, and therefore they shrunk 
back, when they were called upon to ascend. 

The courage that was in his own heart Duke God- 
frey sought to inspire into theirs, by addressing them 
in the words following : — 

“ Remember in whose Name it is that you have 
already abandoned your country, and forsaken your 
kindred : remember with what noble, generous ardour 
you renounced all earthly enjoyments, and declared 
there was no danger, not even death itself, which you 
would fear to encounter for Christ’s sake. Forward, 
then, soldiers, to the task you are required to perform ; 
remember that those who live, and in this life act 
worthily and in accordance with the name of Chris- 
tians, which they bear, shall live for ever happily with 
Christ ; and that, therefore, whatever duty they are 
called upon in this world to perform they should dis- 
charge it with a cheerful, patient, and courageous 
spirit. Onward, then, beloved soldiers' of Christ — 
expose yourselves to this danger, not to win earthly 
riches nor honour, nor glory, but that you may obtain 
a /crown from Him, who, when death to the body has 
come, will surely bestow the reward of eternal life on 
those who love Him. All have to die at one time or 
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another — although there be a different mode of death 
to each ; but as regards us here, death is inevitable if 
the coming day, which is now fast approaching, should 
discover us in our present position. Then, indeed, the 
Turks would fall upon us, and annihilate us to the last 
man. There is not one of us — no, not a single man, 
who could escape alive. Onward, then, brave soldiers, 
and as you ascend those ladders, offer up your souls " 
to God — feel that you are animated with the charity 
of God — prepare to lose your lives for the love of 
your friends.” 

The Prince Bohemond, perceiving there was hesi- 
tation amongst the Crusaders, determined then himself 
alone to ascend. A scaling ladder was attached to 
the rope which Feroz had thrown down, and upon 
that mounted the valiant Prince of Tarentum, and no 
sooner had he reached the top, and as he stepped 
from the ladder, placed his hands upon the battle- 
ments, than Feroz caught hqld of the hand, and 
recognizing who was before him, exclaimed with 
fervour — “ Blessed be this hand now and for ever- 
more.” He then helped the Prince to descend, and 
his first act was to conduct him to the spot on the 
ramparts where lay the soldier slain by him, and to 
point to the dead body as a proof of his resolution to 
fulfil the promise he had given, and of his sincere 
attachment to the cause to which he had now devoted 
himself. 

Bohemond embraced Feroz, and then turning back, 
he in a low tone of voice assured his followers below 
that they might ascend with perfect safety. They 
did not do so with the alacrity he had hoped for, as 
the Crusaders beneath still feared that some treachery 
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was intended against them, and therefore Bohemond 
quitted the tower, and descended on the same ladder 
by which he had mounted. 

Upon reaching the ground Bohemond thus addressed 
the Crusaders in a commanding voice : — 

“On, Crusaders, on to the scaling ladders — and 
for ever free yourselves from that one great cause of 
disquietude which has so long afflicted you. Courage ! 
courage ! valiant soldiers ! mount, I say, the scaling 
ladders. To delay now would be dishonour ; because 
now it is in your power to take the city of Antioch ; 
the capture of which has been so long desired by 
you. That great city which, up to this time, has 
been subject to the Turks, shall now be yours, shall 
now, God willing, now and henceforth, be subject to 
the sway of Christians. ,, 

The first of the Crusaders to yield obedience to 
the command, and to act in accordance with the 
wishes of Prince Bohemond, was* a young warrior 
named Govel of Chartres. As an eagle flies with 
food to its young, so mounted with ease, with light- 
ness and with speed, the youthful Govel. High and 
buoyant, ascending in the &ir, that brave youth of 
, noble birth was instantly perceived, who from his 
boyhood had ever sighed to win a worthy renown — 
a youth who did not prize life for its own sake, but 
who only wished to live, in order that he might be 
able to perform acts worthy of the praise of good 
men. 

The example thus given was speedily followed. 
Some of those who now mounted were followers of 
Duke Godfrey, some of Count Robert of Flanders, 
some of Prince Bohemond, whilst Feroz stood on the 
27 * 
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wall willingly aiding each to descend from the battle- 
ments on the ramparts. Soon then there were to be 
seen on the tower, or mounting upon ladders, 'soldiers 
armed with helmet and hauberk, girt with swords, 
and each carrying a spear in his left hand, whilst 
with his right he grasped the ladder by the aid of 
trhich he was mounting. And thus ascended the 
first detachment to the number of five-and-twenty 
Crusaders. 

But when these had reached the tower, a panic 
fell upon those whose duty it was to have followed 
them. The second detachment waited to see what 
would be the fate of the first, and then finding that 
their ascent was followed by a dead silence, they 
feared that their companions had been set upon and 
murdered, and believing this they declined following 
the brave example that had already been given to 
them. 

The soldiers who had ascended the tower, sus- 
pecting the cause of the delay, and perceiving that 
some who were about to mount had withdrawn from 
the ladders, now leant over the battlements, and in 
Suppressed tones bid they* friends beneath be of good 
cheer, to come after them quickly, for that no 
treachery was to be apprehended, and no danger to 
be incurred. 

The moment that these exhortations were heard, 
there was a universal rush made by the whole body 
of the Crusaders who stood beneath the tower, to 
mount up to its battlements. Emulation took the 
place of fear, and they struggled one with another 
who should be the first to ascend, and whilst they, 
who before hesitated now hurried to get upon the 
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ladders, these, unable to bear the weight, first bent, 
and then broke, for the old decayed ramparts failing 
to hold the hooks and ropes by which the ladders 
were upheld, numbers were dashed to the earth, or 
the men fell upon the points of the lances which 
rested against the walls, or were struck by the stones 
which had been unloosened from the ramparts, and 
so here were many Crusaders slain upon the spot or 
mortally wounded, being transfixed with spears, or 
miserably crushed by the descending stones. 

This unforseen accident excited the apprehension 
which had but the moment before been allayed, be- 
cause they attributed the accident to treachery on 
the part of the Turks, and yet, in the midst of that 
awful suspense, with bitter pains and thrilling agony 
endured by the dying and the wounded, and the 
suspicion of a foul stratagem, by which their own 
lives, and those of their companions, were so jeopar- 
dized, still there was no cry from the Crusaders to 
denote that pain was felt, that disasters had occurred, 
or that doubt and dismay were pervading their ranks. 

In the midst of all these various events Feroz 
remained steady and unshaken in his resolution. 
Perceiving the cause of the accident that had hap- 
pened, he had hooks, and cords, and ladders again 
attached to the walls, and then boldly called upon 
the doubting, the timid, and the irresolute, to come 
up to him, assuring them he had secured them against 
the possibility of a similar calamity occurring. The 
exhortation of Feroz, and the invitation of those 
Crusaders who were already in the tower, produced 
the desired effect upon the rest, and at last there was 
placed upon the tower and its adjacent ramparts, not 
less than six hundred valiant Christian warriors. 
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At the time that these Crusaders had thus secured 
themselves in the Round Tower, one of the soldiers 
of Baghi Sian advanced towards them. This man 
bore in his hand a lighted torch ; but the instant he 
came within reach of a Crusader’s sword, that instant 
his head was struck off, and then a body of Chris- 
tians, proceeding with the torch he carried to the 
next tower, entered it, and finding the guards asleep, 
at once put them to death, and so the Crusaders 
hurried on from tower to tower, until at last they had 
slain the guards, and got possession of no less than 
ten towers of the city of Antioch. Without noise, 
without tumult, without the sound even of a conflict, 
all the Turkish soldiers were slain, and the Crusaders 
had now only to consider in what manner they could 
most readily admit the remainder of the Christian 
army, who stood in battle array outside the walls. 

The sound which was to denote the moment when 
Duke Godfrey of Bouillon, Robert of Flanders, with 
knights and horsemen, might enter the city, was to 
be the loud braying of a trumpet. The Crusaders, 
breaking open the passage which had formerly been 
a gateway, at the bottom of the Round Tower, now 
standing outside the walls, at last sent forth the loud 
joyous trumpet’s clangour, to apprise their associates 
of their success. 

At that long-wished-for, long-looked-for, long- 
prayed-for signal, in came horsemen and footmen, 
princes, knights, and squires through the wide breach 
that had been thus made for them, and as they did 
so, they filled the air with one universal shout — “ God 
wills it ! God wills it !” 

The Turks, aroused by this sudden and unexpected 
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vociferation, mingled as it was with the notes of 
trumpets and horns, started from their sleep, and 
hurriedly took up arms, and grasping their hows and 
arrows, sought to defend the towers of which they 
still remained in possession. Then began a fierce 
and desperate battle between the Christians on the 
walls and the Turks who were still within the towers 
not yet conquered. Hearing the clamour that was 
thus arising from that part of the city gained by the 
Crusaders, the soldiers of the citadel, under the im- 
mediate command of Baghi Sian, sounded their horns, 
to arouse the Turks who were still unapprised of their 
danger in other parts of Antioch, so that they might, 
now that the first dawn of day was breaking, hasten 
to the assistance of their comrades, and help them to 
repel the Christians. , 

The same horrid sounds and dreadful noises that 
aroused the Turks, brought joyful tidings to the 
Christians, as yet unapprised of the attack contem- 
plated upon Antioch ; they therefore girt on their 
armour, and with banners raised, speeded on their 
way to the city. But whilst the battle was raging 
between Crusaders and Turks on the walls, the 
ramparts, and the battlements of the towers, the few 
Christians who were in the city, and had not been 
arrested, hurried to the gates, and opening all they 
could approach, left wide and numerous passages for 
the whole of the Christian army to enter, and all felt 
that it was now their duty to hurry towards the 
scene of the engagement, because daylight had now 
arrived, and all could perceive the signal of Bohe- 
mond’s success, his blood-red banner waving from 
every .tower of which he had become master. It was 
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the signal to show, that, through the mercy of God, 
a city which had been inexpugnable to mere man 
alone, had now fallen into the hands of the Prince of 
Tarentum and faithful Christians. 

The Christians, in their encampment, pointed with 
exultation to the wished-for signal, and then all in 
arms rushed towards the gates, which lay wide open, 
inviting them to enter. Through these gates the 
whole multitude of Crusaders poured in living torrents 
of armed men ; and as they entered there arose an 
awful acclamation and tremendous clamour, for then 
there filled the air, as with a horrid din, the clashing 
of weapons, the neighing of horses, the shouting of 
men, and the braying of trumpets, so that as the 
affrighted Turks listened, their limbs trembled with 
fear. Some in their despair took up arms, resolved 
to defend themselves to the last in the towers, or in 
such other posts as had been assigned to them, whilst 
others rushed out in the highways, and slew all the 
Christians they met, armed or unarmed, men, women, 
and children. For a time the battle seemed to rage 
in all parts of the city, as there was a combat in 
many mansions, and a conflict in every street. The 
fury of war seemed to have seized on all, and in the 
blindness and madness of its rage to strike at all it 
encountered. There raged for some time an indis- 
criminate carnage, until at last those who were 
Christians, inhabitants of Antioch, made themselves 
known to the Crusaders by repeating the “Kyrie 
Eleison,” or some other words indicative of their 
faith, which rendered them easily distinguishable 
from the Turks. The Turks fought with a desperate 
bravery, but their bravery was equalled and their 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



THE CAPTURE OF ANTIOCH. 


323 


numbers soon surpassed by those of the Christians, 
to whom each minute was now bringing a fresh acces- 
sion of force. 

At last the Turks fled in all directions. They 
were, hunted down in the squares, in lanes, and at 
last in houses, and wherever they were met with or 
overtaken, they were slain without mercy. In the 
carnage of the Turks, the Syrians, Armenians, and 
Greek Christians, inhabitants of Antioch, took a con- 
spicuous part. They aided the Crusaders by opening 
the gates for them, and when they had gained admit- 
tance pointed out the places in which the Turks were 
seeking refuge, or endeavouring to defend their lives. 
They felt that the time had come when they might 
exact a heavy and full revenge for all the wrongs that 
had been done them, all the miseries they had 
endured, and all the oppressions to which they had 
been exposed ; and now they determined not to spare 
those who never had shown pity or mercy to them. 
Everywhere there was massacre, everywhere mourn- 
ing, everywhere plunder. The streets were strewed 
with the dead, and in that one day alone it is believed 
there were not less than ten thousand persons slain 
in Antioch. In what various** modes these ten 
thousand men were slain it would be cruel to narrate. 

As to the amount of spoil taken by the Christians 
it is not in our power to tell ; sufficient is it to say, 
that the reader may fancy what amount he pleases, 
and the reality, he may be sure, would be found to 
surpass what he had estimated. 

And such is the true history of the capture of 
Antioch by the first Christian Crusaders, as it is nar- 
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rated in the veritable pages of the ancient chroniclers, 
Robert, Raimond, Guibert, Albert of Aix-la-Chapelle, 
Ralph of Caen, and William, Archbishop of Tyre. 


CIIAPTER XIX. 

IBRAHAM AND GODFREY OF BOUILLON. 

It was still night — but it was night whose gloom 
was momentarily breaking up in the first grey, 
though scarcely perceptible approaches of the coming 
morning, when Baghi Sian was startled from a pro- 
found sleep by feeling an intensely cold hand laid 
upon his own, as he rested in his chamber. At first, 
so deep had been the sleep in which his senses had 
been buried, that he was unable to recognize who it 
was that had presumed thus to disturb him, and 
when he did observe those he regarded as intruders, 
his first impulse was to seize the scimitar which lay 
beneath his pillow and at once put them to death ; 
for he saw before him the old magician, and the 
Ismaelian Turk, Selim. 

The old man noted the action of Baghi Sian, and 
read his murderous purpose in the angry glances of 
his fierce eyes. 

“ Reserve your rage, your weapon, and your 
strength for those foes who are now seeking your 
life, ,, said the old man. 

“ Villains ! audacious villains ! how came you 
here? but you shall bitterly repeat this insolence. 
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Ho ! guards, arrest these miscreants — guards, I 
say,” continued the furious Baghi Sian. 

“ The guards in the citadel are like the guards 
on the ramparts, or like to the ruler of Antioch, a few 
moments since asleep when they should be on the 
alert, and the only sound that can now awake them to 
consciousness and death is the Crusaders' cry — God 
wills it” — said the old man, with bitter scorn, as he 
looked upon Baghi Sian, who still remained in the 
same attitude of repose from which he had been 
aroused. 

“ Speak — man — speak, if thou valuest thy life, 
why art thou here ? How earnest thou here ? What 
means this intrusion ?” asked Baghi Sian, confounded 
at the audacity of the old man. 

“ I come here,” answered the magician, “ to claim 
my just reward — the ruby-gemmed vases which you 
first promised and then refused to give me. I told 
you there was a plot to take Antioch this very night. 
I told you the truth. The Crusaders are now 
masters of the three Round Towers ; I saw them on 
the walls; marching from tower to tower, and 
slaughtering the sleeping guards as they went. I have 
followed in their track, and have left them engaged 
in the work of death, in the hope I might arouse 
you in time. Up, man, and save your own life at 
least ; or lie there, as you are, and be butchered like 
a skulking craven in your couch. Ha ! listen if you 
will — not to my words, — but to the groans of yotir 
dying soldiers. Ha ! there again — there was a shriek 
to awake the dead. He who has uttered that cry 
will never again speak. Listen if you will. If such a 
sound, from one of your own soldiers, is music that can 

28 
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soothe you into sleep again, I am sorry I disturbed 
your slumbers.” 

The words of the magician were so strange, the 
tidings he conveyed so unlooked for, the tale itself 
so dreadful and so horrible, that Baghi Sian doubted 
for a moment whether he was sleeping or waking. 
He felt as if all this were a terrible dream ; he lay 
half-hoping that it was so ; because the truth, if it 
were the truth, was but the precursor of his own 
unavoidable destruction. 

“ Holy Prophet !” he exclaimed, “ can this indeed 
be the fact ? but, ah ! there is another yell of agony ; 
and there — there is the clashing of swords. Oh! 
terrible ! terrible ! it is, it must be the truth.” 

As he spoke these words he started from his couch 
to the floor, grasping his scimitar, and trembling as if 
he were a coward. 

“ What !” he said, “ the city of Antioch surprised; 
and this, too, despite thy warning, and in contra- 
diction to the opinion of the faithful Feroz.” 

“ The faithful Feroz !” exclaimed the magician, 
“ why Feroz is the traitor ; it was he admitted the 
Christians into the Round Towers.” 

“ Feroz ! a traitor ! Oh ! impossible ! impossible ! 
thou wast not more anxious in warning me of this 
foul plot than he was earnest in asserting there was 
such a plot on foot.” 

“ It was an excellent devise on his part,” observed 
the old man, “ to turn away suspicion from himself ; 
but since I was so ignominiously dismissed from your 
presence yesterday, I have been acting a spy upon 
the Christians, and I now know not only that Feroz 
is the traitor, but why it is that he has betrayed 


Digitized by 


Google 


IBRAHAM AND GODFREY OF BOUILLON. 327 

Antioch. It is in revenge for your conduct towards 
him.” 

“ My conduct /” said Baghi Sian, as he arrayed 
himself in armour, aided by Selim, “I never did 
aught to injure him.” 

“The Turkish maiden you have been so long 
pursuing is the daughter of Feroz, and she has been 
twice saved from the hands of your minions by th# 
Crusaders.” 

“Aye,” added Selim, “ and she has turned 
Christian, and. she was concealed in the chamber of 
Feroz, as I truly told you.” 

The heavy, pallid hue of death overspread the 
features of Baghi Sian, as he heard this strange, un- 
looked-for intelligence. He had risen from his couch 
dismayed, but still a brave man. These tidings, 
however, told at such a time, and with the shrieks of 
his dying soldiers in his ears, made him a coward ; 
for he felt in his heart he was about to suffer just 
punishment from heaven for his life of sin, and the 
unbridled indulgence of his passions. A sickening 
feeling came over him, and he leant for a few mo- 
ments his head on the shoulder of Selim, as without 
that support he was conscious he must sink to the 
earth. “ Treason, treason !” he murmured, “ treason 
on all sides of me ; and at last Antioch has fallen 
into the hands of my enemies ; and then Ibraham has 
joined with these plotters ! I knew him to be base ; but 
I never thought he could be false to the side which 
he was bound to defend as a soldier. Ha! what 
awful sound is that?” and the once dauntless Baghi 
Sian shook like a timid girl, because there appeared 
to arise on all sides of him the shrieks of wounded 
men, mingled with the shouts of pitiless victors. 
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“ It is the clamour of the combat that is approach- 
ing us, as the Crusaders butcher the Turkish soldiers 
on the walls, or cast them headlong from the battle- 
ments. Why not order the trumpets of the entire 
garrison to sound, so as to arouse from their slumbers 
the soldiers in all parts of the city.” 

“ Here is my signet ring — convey it to Ibraham, 
and bid him do as you suggest. I have not strength 
to do anything,” said Baghi Sian, as he cast himself at 
full length, and in armour, upon the couch from 
which he had a short time previously been aroused. 

“I go to fulfil the command of your Highness,” 
said the old man, who beckoned to Selim to approach 
him, and handing him a large leathern satchel, which 
he took from under his cloak, he whispered to his 
comrade in iniquity — “ There, in that recess yonder 
you will find the richest articles : take nothing but 
gold : be particular in taking the two ruby-gemmed 
vases : I want the rubies for myself — mind, I must 
have every one of them.” 

Selim nodded assent. 

“ Take nothing but gold ; and, if there be enough 
of them, nought but gemmed golden vessels ; and let 
not your cupidity so mislead you as to take more than 
you can conveniently carry.” 

Selim again nodded assent. 

“ Didst feel his girdle when you were helping him 
on with it?” 

“ I did.” 

“ What think you does it contain — golden coins or 
jewels ?” 

“ Both,” said Selim, rubbing his hands gleefully. 

“ We must share the contents of that girdle be- 
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tween ns/ 1 said the old man ; and as he spoke the 
words, the glance from the ravenous and relentless 
eyes of the two villains met, and they read in each 
other’s souls the same thought — “ We shall have that 
girdle, though to win it we must first dip our hands 
in the heart’s blood of the wearer. 

“ Collect them now quickly,” continued the old 
man, “ for we know not the moment Ibraham may 
enter here uncalfed for. He is certain to return 
with me, in a few minutes, and that is the longest 
time you can have for selection ; as to Baghi Sian, 
he will no more mind you than if he were a child. 
He has lost both head and heart, reason and resolu- 
tion, by the news I have told him. Quick, Selim, to 
your task.” 

It was as the old man had said. Baghi Sian lay 
on the couch utterly prostrated by the overwhelming 
calamity that had overtaken him ; and even the loud 
shrieking, with clamorous notes of the trumpets, as 
they brayed forth their hideous sounds of alarm and 
surprise, so as to waken up the soldiers in the four 
hundred towers of Antioch, were not sufficient to 
arouse the once proud, imperious, and daring ruler 
of Antioch from the stupor that had fallen upon him. 

“ Up ! — up ! — up !” cried Ibraham, in full armour 
rushing into the room, and soon followed there by 
the magician — “up — Commander of Antioch — and 
slay those dogs, and all the traitors in the city, who 
now aid them, or who have helped them to seize 
upon a few of our towers. What ! if they had gained 
the whole city, that is no reason the citadel should 
surrender to them. Come — come — come — Baghi 

Sian,” said Ibraham, as he stretched out his hand 
28 * 
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to the Governor of Antioch/ who still lay upon the 
couch. “ Come, place yourself at the head of our 
horsemen — we have nought hut footmen to contend 
against. Come — my valiant knights, like myself, 

are fully equipped. They wait but for you — and 
with a single charge we shall clear the streets of 
those reptiles.” 

“Thanks ! thanks ! Ibraham,” replied Baghi Sian. 
“ The sound of battle inspires you now, as it ever 
before has done, with new ardour ; as it always did 
myself until this moment ; but I know not what is 
the matter with me; the sudden shock that has 
thrilled through me since that old man laid his icy 
hand upon me, to waken me from my slumbers — the 
dire news he told me, interrupted as it was, with 
shrieks* of my own brave soldiers — all these circum- 
stances have had such an effect upon me that I am, 
as it were, struck down with a mortal sickness ; I 
have not strength to hold a sword, nor to level a 
lance — nay, I feel I could not even rein in my own 
war-horse.” 

The old man nudged with his elbow his associate 
villain, as Baghi Sian thus confessed his bodily 
weakness. 

“You must, then” said Baghi Sian, “act for me; 
I entrust all to your skill and courage. I cannot 
participate in the combat ; but from the ramparts I 
shall look down upon you in the battle — shall witness 
your feats of valour — and I trust I shall here receive 
you as the conqueror. Drive those dogs, the Chris- 
tians, out of Antioch, and henceforth regard yourself 
as its ruler ; my wealth is yours, and the power I 
hitherto have exercised shall be employed in accord- 
ance with your wishes.” 
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“Enough,” said Ibraham; “you shall soon see 
here a victor over the Crusaders, or you shall never 
more see me living. Farewell !” 

“ Farewell !” replied Baghi Sian ; and as he saw 
Ibraham hastened from the chamber, he turned to 
Selim and said : — “ Now help me to the battlements, 
in order that I may gloat my eyes with looking upon 
the carnage of the Christians, The sight of their 
blood, as it is shed by Ibraham and my valiant 
knights, will probably restore to me the strength and 
courage of which I now feel myself to be deficient.” 

The bright broad light of day had come as Baghi 
Sian, the magician, and Selim took their places upon 
the battlements of the citadal, in such a position as 
they might witness the charge of Ibraham upon the 
Christians, who were now seen in the streets of 
Antioch contending with the Turks, driving the 
infidels before them, and whenever the latter were 
dispersed following them in flying parties. At such 
a moment, the gates of the citadel were thrown open, 
and out poured, in one compact body, eight hundred 
horsemen, headed by the fierce Ibraham, and as they 
dashed forward, a lance transpierced, or a sword cut 
down the Christian soldiers in their way, and in a 
moment afterwards the aspect of affairs was changed, 
for the Christians now were retreating in all haste, 
but were overtaken as they ran and mercilessly 
slaughtered, whilst the shouts of the Turks rose loud 
and triumphant in the air. The broad wide street 
leading from the citadel to one of the city'gates was 
thus cleared from bottom to top of Crusaders — and 
the cross they wore was trampled upon by the horse’s 
hoofs of Ibraham’s conquering knights. 
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Baghi Sian shouted with joy, when he saw what 
wondrous success had attended the charge of Ibraham. 
He was still crying “ Victory ! victory !” when he 
beheld the city gates thrown wide open, and recog- 
nized the banners of Godfrey, of Robert of Flanders, 
and Bohemond, amidst the lances of the horsemen, 
as they cantered into the city. 

At this sight there was a dead pause between the 
combatants. Ibraham was seen to call in his followers 
from the pursuit of the fugitives, and to arrange his 
horsemen, in close, compact order. 

A somewhat similar disposition of the forces under 
his command was observed by Godfrey of Bouillon. 
As his knights poured through the gate, they filled 
up the wide street to its utmost extent on both sides, 
and then horseman succeeded to horsemen at fixed 
paces from each other, so as to avoid confusion in 
the coming charge. 

The difference between the order of battle with 
the Christians and the Turks was, that the former 
stood more widely apart, and the latter, who were by 
far more numerous, stood in close order together, so 
that they might the better resist the charge of their 
adversaries, and by resisting break their line, and 
then have them at disadvantage. 

There was a pause, as if by common consent, 
whilst the leaders on both sides arranged their men 
for the deadly conflict. 

Baghi Sian knew well what an awful struggle was 
now impending, for he had often witnessed, and never 
saw effectively resisted, a sweeping charge of Chris- 
tian chivalry. He held his breath, as he heard the 
vivacious cheer from the" ranks ef the Crusaders of 
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“ God wills it,” whilst they set their lances at rest, 
and came with .full speed against the opposing mass 
of Turkish cavalry. Down came with an awful burst 
upon Ibraham and his men the Christian knights, 
with their shields covering their breasts, and their 
lances outstretched before them. There was a clash 
— a shriek, and then the agonized neighing of horses, 
as they were with their riders cast to the earth, and 
the Christian knights drove raging through them, 
breaking up and driving asunder what a moment 
before had seemed to be a compact mass of plated 
steel and iron helmets — and as the Christian knights 
broke through, they turned again upon their assail- 
ants, and then commenced an awful combat hand to 
hand with swords, as the horsemen rode at each 
other. 

Even far away as they were from the scene of the 
engagement, there was one of the Crusaders con- 
spicuous beyond all the rest, for the havoc he was 
making with his mighty arm, and his fearful s^ford. 
That man was Godfrey of Bouillon. It was observed 
by Baghi Sian, Selim, and the magician, that when- 
ever the arm of Godfrey was uplifted, it was followed 
by the disappearance of a Saracen knight, and they 
perceived, which ever way he turned, down fell a slain 
or wounded man before him, until at last there was^ 
a wide space around him ; and into that space they 
saw the gigantic Ibraham ride, and at once rush at 
Godfrey of Bouillon. 

“ Ha !” said the old man, “ now will be indeed a 
combat. The fall of one or other of these warriors 
will decide the fate of the day.” 

“ Their courage is equal — their strength alike — 
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but Ibraham wears the stronger armour; Godfrey 
has only scale armour, whilst Ibraham is clothed 
from head to hip in thick plated steel/’ observed 
Selim. 

“ Aye ! and Ibraham is the better horseman of the 
two/’ said Baghi Sian. “ See how he has made his 
horse prance round Godfrey, until he can get an 
advantageous blow at him — and — ha ! now he has it. 
See, see, I can hear the clash of his sword; oh! 
Godfrey has parried it ; but, see, Ibraham’s sword 
has actually cut away a part of Godfrey’s shield, and 
he has fallen on the neck of his horse. It is the 
strong boss on Godfrey’s shield has saved him, for 
the moment, from being cut down through shield and 
helmet.” 

“Oh! disastrous day,” exclaimed Selim; “Ibra- 
ham must be slain ! I noticed Godfrey rise from the 
blow, and as Ibraham was passing, strike him on the 
back of the neck, and, as it appeared to me, the 
sword passed sheer through the plated steel as if it 
were nought more than parchment. But hush ! what 
an awful shriek ! and see — see the whole body of 
Turkish knights are dispersed ; they run on all sides, 
and they seem to be flying from something more ter- 
rible than lance or sword of Crusaders. Oh ! horri- 
ble ! horrible ! who ever heard or thought of such a 
sight as that ?” 

And as Selim spoke the words, he pointed to some- 
thing in the streets below him, and the instant Baghi 
Sian looked upon it, he shrieked with terror, and fell 
senseless to the earth. 

The sight was an awful one. Onward came rushing 
to the open gate of the citadel, and mad evidently 
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with terror, the furious war horse of Ibraham, bearing 
upon its hack a portion of the body, and the legs of 
its rider, which, being all covered with steel, retained 
their position as if they had belonged to a living man ; 
the head, shoulders, neck and chest had been severed 
from the body by a single blow struck by the sword 
of Godfrey of Bouillon. An awful blow ! and such as, 
if it were stated in a romance, would be deemed an 
invention ; but that such a blow was given is attested 
by Robert the monk, and all the ancient chroniclers 
of the Crusaders. „ 

The mangled remains of Ibraham seemed to lead 
the runaway Turkish knights, who came tumbling 
back in wild disorder, each man being desirous to 
save himself from the arm which had the strength so 
to cut through steel, and to overthrow the mightiest 
and bravest amongst them. 

It was in the midst of the shrieks of terror-stricken 
men, the groans of the wounded, and the distinct 
shouts of the victorious Crusaders, that Baghi Sian 
was restored to consciousness. He looked around 
him — his guards were no longer at their posts, and 
the only persons in attendance upon him were two 
strangers, who a few hours before would have been 
liable to punishment if they had unnecessarily in- 
truded upon his presence. 

“Antioch is lost!” exclaimed the disheartened 
Baghi Sian. “Antioch is lost! What is to be 
done?” 

“In two hours from this time,” said the old man, 
winking at Selim, “ the Crusader who cut Ibraham 
in two, as if he and his steel armour were as soft as 
a wax candle, will be within this chamber. His vic- 
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torious soldiers are even now entering the front gate 
of the citadel, and cutting off the heads of every one 
they meet. Your only resource, then, is, if you can, 
to escaped” 

“But ho^ escape ?” asked Baghi Sian; “the 
moment I am seen in the streets of Antioch I shall 
he at once recognized by the enraged Christians, and 
not merely put to death, but most probably tortured. 
Better, if I am to die, to die by the hands of a brave 
knight like Godfrey or Bohemond, rather than be 
butchered, as I should be, by a vile Assyrian, or con- 
temptible Greek. No — no — no — there is no means 

of escape for me.” 

“ But there is a mode of escape,” said the old man, 
again winking at Selim, “ if you will adopt it.” 

“Name it, I am prepared to act upon it.” 

“ This, then, it is — divest your legs and feet of the 
steel with which they are now covered, conceal your 
robes beneath this ragged cloak of a beggar, let the 
hood fall over your head, come with us out by the 
postern gate, which has not yet been reached by the 
Crusaders ; once outside the city, I can lead you, by 
a mountain path, to the Camp of Corbohan ; once 
there, you are safe, and in a few days you may return 
with his army to see Antioch invested, to be captured 
from the Christians, and you yourself restored to the 
dignity of its governor.” 

“ Thanks ! thanks !” said Baghi Sian, as he flung 
around him the ragged cloak which the old man 
presented to him. “ Come ! come ! I am anxious to 
be away from the sound of this horrid din. I know 
not how to thank you and your friend for your 
kindness.” 
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“ You may feel assured that when we part from 
you, you never will complain of the treatment you 
have experienced at our hands. On, on, your high- 
ness, I have provided a mule for you, as you are not 
accustomed to tread a rugged mountain path with 
naked feet. Oh ! we shall take such care of you ! 

And as he said the words, the old man again 
winked at Selim, as they followed the hurried steps 
of the trembling tyrant. 


CHAPTER XX. 

THE DARK WELL. 

Baghi Sian had escaped from Antioch. Disguised 
in the robes of a beggar, and mounted upon a mule, 
he was led by a rugged path which ran along a moun- 
tain side for about five miles from the city. The 
pathway then dropped precipitously down into a 
deep, dark valley, crowded with trees, through which 
it wound, in many a turn, until it at length reached 
a little lake, or rather well, supplied by a thin, noisy 
stream, that came plashing and foaming along the 
hill . side. The small lake or well spread out from 
the rocks down which the stream descended to the 
distance of about thirty yards, and the depth of two 
or three feet ; and out of this shallow water there 
arose huge blocks of black rocks, which, to those 
acquainted with the locality, served as an entrance to 
a cavern in the side of the hill, but to which there 
was no access but by wading through the water. 

29 
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Viewed from the pathway, there was no mark or 
sign of any sort to indicate that there was any place 
of concealment behind the rocks, the black, coal-like 
eolour of which gave to the collection of waters from 
whence they arose, the name of “ the dark well.” 

For three miles of the road on which he had been 
travelling, no other thought occurred to the mind of 
Baghi Sian than how he might best secure his escape 
from Antioch; and the shouts and shrieks, which 
occasionally came borne upon the wind towards him, 
added to his anxiety to speed upon his way; whilst 
the thought of the horrid spectacle of Ibraham’s 
horse, bearing the bleeding body and legs of his 
master, seemed to increase his terrors, and to chill 
his heart with the new and hitherto unknown sensa- 
tion of fear. 

These feelings, however, gradually abated the 
farther he withdrew from the city ; and for the last 
two miles of the road, new reflections rose to his 
mind, and fresh subjects of anxiety began to en- 
gross his thoughts. The old man, the magician, had 
paced at the head of the mule on which he rode, 
never for one instant, from the. time they had set 
forth, letting go the bridle rein, whilst Selim walked 
close behind him, and he remarked that the solemn 
stillness of the solitary mountain path was never 
once broken by them. They never spoke to each 
other, nor to him ; but he saw, or fancied he saw, 
upon suddenly raising his head, and shaking away 
the confusing thoughts that gathered like a mist 
around his brain, that there were secret signs pass- 
ing between them.. 

At length, and it was as if a sudden flash of 
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light had crossed his sight, a horrid suspicion toot 
possession of him. What could be the object of 
these men in taking him away from Antioch ? What 
had he ever done of good to either of them that they 
should risk their lives to save his ? If they did not 
intend to serve, then their purpose must be to injure 
him ? Then why should they seek to take away his 
life, when they had but to leave him where he was, 
in Antioch, and he would be sure to be deprived of 
it by the victorious Crusaders ? 

And then followed the reflection — was his life in 
danger in the citadel of Antioch? True, the city 
had been captured ; but the citadel was constructed 
to overawe the city, and to resist, if it were neces- 
sary, a revolt of citizens. It was manned by the 
best of his cohorts. It was safe •; it could hold out 
until Corbohan came to its relief. Would he not be 
more safe in the midst of his own brave soldiers, 
than in those lonely mountains at the mercy of two 
strangers ? And then he remembered the words the 
old man had used — the falsehood he had told of the 
Crusaders having gained the citadel — that which he- 
now knew not which to be true, for whilst he was 
still two miles away from Antioch, he had observed, 
on looking back, towards the city, his own flag still 
flying from the towers of the citadel. 

And then came the terrible thought — why had he 
been enticed out of a place where he had been safe, 
to be left alone in the power of those two strangers ? 
And when he asked himself that question, he re* 
membered that he had had dealings with both the 
men who walked at that instant before and behind 
him ; that he had excited in the hearts of both a 
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thirst for gold ; that both had earned the rewards he 
had promised them; that both had been unjustly 
treated — both disappointed — both driven from his 
presence with scorn — and both knew that in his 
girdle was always to be found what would more than 
compensate them for their disappointment ; and 
when this reflection occurred to his mind, then he 
penetrated their plot — they were leading him to the 
first convenient spot where they could rob and murder 
him . 

He might, at the worst, have died a soldier's 
death, like Ibraham : he might, by his example, have 
inspired the defenders of the citadel with fresh 
courage ; or, all failing, he might have headed them 
in a desperate charge, and expired amid the heap of 
Christians he had slain. He might have died in a 
manner worthy of his former life, as a warrior; 
whereas, he was walking tamely and quietly like a 
beast to the shambles — to be butchered by two base 
villains — to fall unknown, and to fall unavenged ! 

“ No — not unavenged at least," thought the 
Wretched man, as he felt for his dagger and scimitar 
— “not whilst these good weapons are within my 
reach shall my foeman be able to boast of an easy 
victory and he smiled, as he was wont to do, on 
going to the battle-field when he felt his arms were 
safe and by his side. 

The action and the grim smile of Baghi Sian did 
not escape the observation of the magician, who on 
the instant,- and for the first time, let go the rein 
of the mule, and said, “ This pathway leads direct 
down to a well ; it will be necessary to give the mule 
a drink, and we may all then stop and refresh our- 
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selves, I have some provisions with me. Proceed, if 
your Highness pleases, as I shall be able to overtake 
you before you reach the well.” 

Baghi Sian nodded to the magician* as he passed 
him on the path, and the magician bowed his head 
in humility, in response to the courtesy thus paid to 
him. But in their steady gaze each knew the .other 
thoroughly. They saluted as gladiators in * the 
amphitheatre were wont to salute before they crossed 
their swords in a struggle, sure to terminate with the 
death of one or the other, and, not improbably, of 
both. 

“ Selim,” said the magician, “ there is no necessity 
for any further disguise. That miserable fool has, 
at last, seen through our plot. It is what I wished, 
because I desire him to feel the bitterness of death 
before it comes upon him. I purposely remained 
silent, in order to force him to think — to see — to 
feel — to know that he is in our power — that he de- 
pends for existence, aye, for every additional moment 
he breathes, upon two men, that but a few hours 
ago, he spurned from him as dogs, and that now, if 
he were restored to power, he would delight to see 
impaled. Oh ! it is delicious to behold the proud 
Baghi Sian — one of the great ones of the earth — to 
see him who but yesterday styled himself ruler of 
Antioch, lord of Syria and Phoenicia, terror of 
Assyria, most potent of Eastern princes, second in 
command to the Soldan himself, to see him down 
upon his knees, and begging from the beggar for his 
life. Oh ! is not that a glorious revenge ? Is it 
not an exhilarating thought to think that you can 
force that much from him ?” 

29 * 
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“ Humph ! perhaps it is,” answered Selim, “ but I 
want to force nothing from him but his jewels, his 
gold, and his life.” 

“ Ah ! I forgot,” said the old man, “ all you wish 
for is to have wealth in this life, and by a thrust of 
your dagger to win paradise in the next.” 

“ Exactly,” said Selim, “ and therefore when we ~ 
get lo the well, I am for cutting his throat — dividing 
the spoil fairly between us — hiding it in the cavern 
in presence of each other, so that none but ourselves 
shall know where it is hidden, and then separating — 

I to my habitation to see how matters are going on 
with Zara and the captive, and then to the camp of 
Swein, and you to — where ?” 

“ To the camp of Carbohan, to apprise him of the 
capture of Antioch and the death of Baghi Sian. I 
shall certainly be the first with, such tidings,” said 
the magician, with a malignant grin. “ But hurry 
on; see that you disarm Baghi Sian as he dismounts; 
if not, I can tell you, he will make a desperate battle 
for his life. I saw that in his eyes. Do not kill 
him, however, the instant you have disarmed him. 
You can put him to death when you like — but oblige 
me by not doing so until I^give the signal ; it will be 
the words, Allah ! be praised /” 

Selim nodded assent, and taking from his feet the 
heavy wooden solid sandals he had until then been 
wearing, he bounded with light and noiseless steps 
behind Baghi Sian, and as he reached the well, 
caught him in his arms, and placed him on the 
ground ; as he did so he tore away the beggar’a 
cloak, and with it the sword from the sheath, and the 
dagger from the girdle ; and as he performed thin 
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piece of dexterity, he bowed his head low to the 
governor, and with a sneering accent said, “Your 
Highness, disguise is no longer necessary here.” 

“ So I perceive,” said Baghi Sian, as he looked 
around him, and saw that the spot in which he stood 
was closed on every side by rocks, trees, and steep 
hills. 

It was a place that seemed by nature formed, for 
the perpetration of some desperate deed — where no 
cry for mercy could be heard, and where villainy, un- 
checked, might practice its worst and most diabolical 
acts. 

As Baghi Sian looked and marked how silent and 
how solitary was all around him, and then thought 
of the two men who had brought him there, his 
left hand caught at the sheath of the scimitar, and 
his right ascended to his girdle — the sheath was 
empty ! the dagger was gone ! 

“ Oh ! base and cowardly thief!” said Baghi Sian, 
“ thou hast disarmed me, whilst pretending to aid 
me in alighting from my mule.” 

“ I feared,” said Selim, “ your Highness might 
lay violent hands on yourself, and therefore I have 
taken charge of your weapons.” 

“ Liar, as well as coward,” said Baghi Sian, “ I 
am sure thou hast brought me here to murder me. 
Come — do thy base hangman’s work at once, for life 
is a burthen to me. I am unfit to live, when I could 
be the dupe of such a cozening knave as thou.” 

“ Do not be in a hurry,” answered the phlegmatic 
Selim, “ you may be sure I will murder you when I 
am desired to do so ; but not a moment sooner.” 

The magician listened to this conversation, and 
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was grievously disappointed by it. He had seen the 
governor of Antioch give way. to womanish fears, and 
for a time the helpless victim of a panic; but the ma- 
gician forgot that such a circumstance was contrary to 
the usual habits of Baghi Sian’s life— that the manner 
in which he had been aroused from his slumber, the 
awful shrieks, and the horrid, unlooked for manner 
of Ibraham’s death, were calculated to shake the 
strongest nerve ; that these events had now passed 
away; that daylight had come; and the desperate 
extremity in which he was placed was now well known 
to Baghi Sian, and though he could not avert it by 
his courage as a soldier, yet the spirit and the resolu- 
tion which formerly characterized him still remained, 
and enabled him to encounter it with all the bravery 
and self-possession of a man. The magician had not 
calculated upon this. He had hoped to have seen 
Baghi Sian crawling on his knees, and asking for his 
life ; he saw no such thing ; on the contrary, he saw 
him standing erect and looking as scornfully down 
upon himself and Selim, as if he were still seated in 
the citadel of Antioch, and could summon his guards 
to hurl them both over the battlements. The magi- 
cian was enraged and disappointed at this ; and as 
he could not humble he was determined to afflict the 
heart of Baghi Sian for the few moments he intended 
still to let him live. 

“ Come, Selim,” said the magician, “let us prepare 
for our repast. I promised his Highness he should 
have some refreshment at the dark well, which now 
spreads its shallow waters before him. Our fare is 
poor ; but then it will gratify his Highness to know, 
that as we expected to have him here to dine with 
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tis, we selected for the occasion, and in his honour, 
our finest golden plate. Come, Selim, be quick, open 
the satchel ; let me see what taste you have in the 
selection of plate; and above all, let me look at 
those glorious rubies in the golden vases, which his 
Highness promised to give me, but preferred to 
violate his word rather than part with them.” 

As the magician was thus speaking, Selim loosed 
the leathern thong of the satchel, and out rolled upon 
the earth the richest ornaments that had the day 
before decorated the banquet table of the governor 
of Antioch ; and as the bright red gold glittered on 
the earth before them, the two villains, in their 
admiration of it, forgot for an instant their thirst for 
blood. Selim threw himself on his knees to handle 
the precious articles, whilst the magician snatched 
up the ruby-gemmed vases he had coveted, and in 
his delight in recovering them, kissed them with his 
odious and polluted lips. 

Baghi Sian, on the instant, recognized his pro- 
perty. He saw that his death was determined upon, 
and although all was silent around him, yet there 
was one chance — hopeless it might be — but still the 
only, and the last chance for his life ; and that was to 
run from the wretches whilst they were so engaged, 
and as he ran to cry for “ help.” The moment the 
thought occurred to him, he put it into execution, 
and Selim was still on his knees, when he heard the 
valley filled with the shrieking cries of Baghi Sian. 

“ Help ! help ! murder ! murder ! help ! help I 
murder ! murder ! murder ! murder ! mur ” 

Selim had overtaken the victim, and one blow of 
his sword had served to cut nearly the leg in two. 
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Baghi Sian fell to the earth, hut still his cry was 
“ murder ! murder ! murder !” 

The sword of Selim passed through his body. 

“ Murder ! murder! help !” still cried Baghi Sian. 

“ Hilloa!” cried a voice in the distance. 

“ Here ! here ! help ! help !” cried Baghi Sian, as 
his body still writhed in agony, with the sword of 
Selim in his vitals. 

“ Eilloa ! down to the dark well, soldiers ; there 
some foul deed is doing,” was uttered in a loud voice 
from the top of the hill. 

Baghi Sian lay motionless. The sound had not 
reached his ear. Selim again stabbed him as he lay, 
and then as he ran gave a desperate thrust to the 
mule, and the affrighted animal darted away through 
the forest trees, whilst he and the magician plunged 
into the waters of the well, rushed behind the pro- 
jecting rocks, and then hid themselves in the cavern. 

The two villains had scarcely time to conceal 
themselves, when there came pouring down the hill 
opposite to that on which they had been travelling, a 
band of Christian soldiers. 

A cry of horror from those who first saw the 
bleeding body of Baghi Bian, brought their com- 
panions and commander round them. 

“ Hilloa !” said the commander, looking down upon 
the dead body, “how came this unhappy infidel here? 
and how grandly he is dressed too ! his girdle, be 
sure of it, has some precious things in it, I warrant. 
I say, Alfred, unloose it. What ! gold and diamonds ! 
such sparkling diamonds, too ! We are in rare luck 
to-day, my men ; and see, what glittering things are 
those, yonder ? fetch them hither, lads. What ! gold 
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plate, too ! ha ! here are two precious vases. What 
think you, my men, of presenting these to the Lady 
Gunhilda ? She is sure to place them on some altar, 
and devote them to God’s service. The rest shall 
be divided amongst you. But who can this be who 
possessed such treasures ? Let me look, Alfred. As 
I am a Crusader, as sure as my name is Hugh, this 
is Baghi Sian, the supreme ruler of Antioch. I sup- 
pose he was set upon by the peasantry hereabouts, 
and the fellows were frightened by his cries for help. 
Fools ! they have left behind them what will make 
every man of us rich for the remainder of our days. 
I should like to see the warrior, Turk, Emir, or 
Assyrian, who would now claim a right to take from 
U8j Crusaders, that which once belonged to our 
greatest foe, Baghi Sian. Ha ! now I think of it. 
Alfred, cut off the head of that old Turk. It will be 
a pleasant sight in the Crusaders’ camp. It is but a 
just judgment of Providence that he who has decapi- 
tated so many Christians should himself be at last 
left without his head. That is a good blow, Alfred. 
You would make a capital headsman. You have 
hit the joint of the neck with admirable dexterity. 
On, my men, we are now the richest Crusaders that 
ever won a portion of the enemy’s spoil.” 

And with these words the Christian soldiers passed 
up the hill by which Selim, the magician, and their 
victim, had, not an hour before, descended. 

The magician and Selim, as they lay hid in the 
cave, heard every word that had been spoken by the 
loud-voiced Hugh of York to his comrades. 

When the cheers of the soldiers died away in the 
distance, the two villains crept from their conceal- 
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merit, and there was the bitterness and malignity of 
disappointed avarice portrayed in the face of each. 
They looked around. Not a vestige of the gold plate 
remained ! All that was before them was the head- 
less body of Baghi Sian, and that body was without 
the rich girdle that had encircled it. 

To obtain the girdle and the gold they had plotted ; 
they had risked their lives ; and now girdle and gold 
were irretrievably lost to them. Selim nodded fare- 
well, and thought how he could recover from the 
magician what he conceived he had been deprived of 
through the old man’s folly ; and the magician 
parted from Selim, suspecting he would soon make 
the attempt to carry into effect that project of 
despoiling him, which he was aware had been con- 
certed between the Ismaelian and the Greek. 


CHAPTER XXL 

ALEXANDER OF CONSTANTINOPLE. 

It was black midnight ; and in the dark cave 
attached to, or more accurately to describe it, lying 
underneath the beggar-dwelling of him who was 
known by the name of “the magician,” was seated 
at a table on which were fruits and wine, Alexander 
the Greek. Hanging from the roof over his head, 
was a single flickering lamp, just throwing out suffi- 
cient light to illuminate the table at which he sat, 
and a narrow circle around him ; but leaving every- 
thing beyond that circle in profound obscurity. 
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The Greek was alone — had been sitting for some 
hours alone, and the only solace in his solitude was 
the wine on the table before him. From time to time 
he put down his hands upon his right leg, which was 
bandaged in thick cloths; and as he did so, a slight 
expression of pain escaped his lips, or he gave vent 
to his impatience by an execration. 

u Curse on it !” he at last said, after swallowing at 
one draught a full goblet of wine, “ this wine is as 
rapid and tasteless as water ; it brings neither pleasure 
to the palate, joy to the heart, nor hilarity, to the 
brain. It will hot allay, even for an hour, the aching 
agony of this unhappy leg, which, for the first time 
in my life, refuses to perform its office. Curses on 
it! but still greater curses on him — Bohemond of 
Tarentum, who has twiced marred my fortunes, when 
they were on the point of being amplified to the utmost 
extent of my wishes. What interest could he have 
had in that Turkish maiden, that he should have twice 
taken her from me and Baghi Sian V I escaped from 
his lance once by the purest accident, and this last 
time by a miracle. That fall he caused to the horse, 
the maiden, and myself, has left me, I fear, a cripple 
for life — for life ! — life ! Ah ! at least life is left me. 
Had I remained on the ground but a few hours longer, 
this head, which now thinks for me, would long since 
have been a blackened mass of corruption, rotting 
with the heads of others — vile Turks too! — whom 
those brutal Crusaders decapitated, and placed on 
poles, a terror to the Antioch garrison, and a warning 
to them never again to molest the female portion of 
the encampment. 

“ Assuredly,” mused Alexander, “ I should not now 
30 
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be a living man, had the Christians discovered me in 
the spot to which I had rolled myself, when cast down 
by the wondrous blow struck by Bohemond. 

“ Ah ! but for two minutes more, and I should now 
be the prime favourite in the court of Baghi Sian, 
making use of his endless treasures, duping him as I 
pleased, and revenging myself upon the sneering, 
insolent Ibraham. Two minutes more, and the maiden 
was won beyond the possibility of recapture. Two 
minutes more, and I had been revelling in delights, 
instead of being as I am now — maimed, perchance, 
for life — miserable, alone dependant for my preserva- 
tion, aye, even, for the moment, the very means of 
living, upon a charlatan-beggar, who calls himself a 
magician ! A magician, forsooth ! as if there were 
powers in nature reserved for the advantage of him, 
whose whole being is absorbed in the accumulation of 
wealth, and to add to that wealth cheats friend and 
foe alike. What ! secrets to be at the command of 
him who is such a madman, that he will not enjoy 
what he possesses, nor use what is his own ! 

u To be a dependant upon him ! why this is worse 
than ruined fortunes, deceived hopes, and bruised 
limbs. It is the very degradation of dishonour in its 
most disgusting form! 

“ How am I to free myself from my present position ? 
Where is Selim ? In what way can he now be engaged, 
that I have not seen him since we parted at the 
Christian camp ? The first person I desired to see was 
Selim. In that hope, and despite of much pain and 
agony, I sought, in company wi$h this wretched ma- 
gician, for Selim in vain at his ruined fortress, and 
returned from my search with a throbbing brow alid 
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an aching limb — doomed, as the malevolent old man 
told me, to many day’s inactivity, before I may again 
pat my foot to the groand. 

I am absolutely helpless, and I believe, at least I 
now begin to suspect, it was with the intention to 
reduce me to this helpless condition that the magician 
not merely assented, but urged me to seek for Selim 
at his own habitation. And why seek to reduce me 
to this helpless state ? Can he know that which 
Selim and I have so long plotted, and that he therefore 
is determined to mar by — can it be ? — by taking my 
life ? 

“ But why save my life, if he determined on de- 
priving me of it himself ? Why aid me to live, when 
he had but to leave me as I was on the battle-field, 
and the Crusaders would have despatched me ? 

“ If he knew of Selim’s plot and of mine, then 
why preserve me now ? Why aid me here ? Why 
conduct me on horseback afterwards to Selim’s 
castle ? 

“ If he knew , if he knew ? How could he know ? 
would Selim voluntarily tell that he engaged with 
me to take the old man’s life, once we discovered 
where he had hidden all those precious stones that 
he has been a long life in accumulating ? 

“ What would Selim gain by such a discovery ? 
by a betrayal of me ? What should I gain by be- 
traying Selim ? Nothing. The old man would not 
part with the secret of his diamond-treasure to save 
his own life. Then why expect as a reward from 
him that which he values more than life ? 

“I have no such expectation. Therefore I am 
true to Selim; and therefore is Selim, for the self- 
same reason, true to me. 
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“If the old man possesses secrets of nature, why 
does he not employ them for my benefit, and cure 
me at once, instead of doing as he has done— em- 
ploying a certain and natural means, violent exercise 
en horseback — which was sure to increase the inflam- 
mation of a bruised leg ? 

“ Secrets of nature ? ha ! now I think on it — I 
remember the old man warned me, that if he ever 
found me sleeping, he would compel me to disclose, 
in that state, the nature of the compact existing 
between Selim* and myself, and of which he noticed 
an indication in this very cave. 

“ And what,” exclaimed Alexander, trembling in 
every limb with horror at the thought, “ if uncon- 
scious of the fact myself, he has found me sleeping, 
and if he has the power of extracting secrets — and if 
— fend if — why — he did it with Ibraham ! I saw it, 
heard it, know it. What he did with him he could 
do with me, and if he have done it, then — then I am 
a doomed man, if I cannot slay him . 

But if he has found out our secret, why does he 
spare me? why has he spared me? Why not poison 
the fruit I eat — the wine I drink ? Why not have 
despatched me before now ? 

“ Why ? Could it be that he wishes to exercise 
upon me some piece of diabolical cruelty ?” 

And as this thought occurred to the guilty man, 
the aching pain of his limb was forgotten, as the 
savour of the wine cup was destroyed. 

“ But why spare Selim, and punish me alone ? 
Vain thought! if I am to be the victim, so will 
Selim, and perchance life is but preserved for me, 
until we are both together. 
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“If some such motive as this did not dnfluence 
him, why so anxious to bring Selim and myself 
together ? 

“ Wherefore this anxiety in the breast of one who 
lives but for two objects — to gratify his avarice and 
to glut his revenge ? 

“Ah ! I forget he has a deep desire for preserving 
the life of Selim. The old man regards Selim as an 
instrument in his hatred of Florine ; he knows of 
Selim's vow to take the life of her betrothed husband, 
Swein, and therefore to pain Florine will preserve 
Selim ; and when Selim has done his work, then des- 
patch him, as he no doubt will despatch me, that is, 
if he has discovered our secret. 

“But how, if he has not discovered the secret; 
and, as yet, I have no reason for knowing that he 
has — then — ah ! then — but to see Selim, to whisper 
three words to him, add then the old man should lie 
a corpse at our feet, and all this painful agony of 
fear be at an end. Oh ! I would not endure another, 
hour like the last for all the wealth of Baghi Sian. 

“ If my fears are true, I know how to be rid of 
them ; if vain, then I am afflicting myself unnecessa- 
rily, and now for another goblet of the old man's old 
wine." 

Alexander poured out wine — tasted it — spat it out 
suddenly, and with a blanched and trembling lip, ex- 
claimed: “It tastes strangely; mayhap it is poi- 
soned ; and I have been tasting, sipping, imbibing, 
nay, swallowing down whole draughts of the jpame 
wine for hours, and I am incurably poisoned, and 
hence that raging pain in this maimed limb, which 
feels, at times, as if it were plunged in fire." 

30 * 
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“ In the wine there is no poison, Alexander— the 
poison thou feelest is in thy blood — the poison thou 
dreamest of is in thine own diseased brain. There is 
no poison so deadly as the unjust suspicion of an 
unjust man against a friend. It kills kindness, and 
slays sympathy.” Such was the greeting given in 
the hoarse, croaking voice of the old magician to the 
Greek, as he stepped noiselessly into the narrow 
circle of light which surrounded Alexander. 

Alexander started at finding himself in the presence 
of the old man, upon whom his thoughts had been so 
long fixed — whose presence he now so much dreaded, 
and whose approaching footsteps his keen ear had 
been on the watch to detect. He felt, from the very 
manner in which the old man had, on this occasion, 
contrived to escape his vigilance, how completely he 
was in his power — how weak was he, in all the 
strength and vigour of manhood, to an individual 
who appeared from his sensility to be tottering on the 
very verge of the grave. True, he was wounded, 
and the old man hale in limb ; but still the Greek 
preserved a subtlety of wit, with which he thought, 
or hoped,' he might encounter the duplicity of his 
companion, if the latter were determined to play him 
false. 

“ Poisoned !” said the Greek. “ Poisoned ! Did 
I say poisoned, Qhatenay y for that, I think, is the 
name in which you most rejoice.” 

“ I rejoice in no name,” gruffly answered the old 
man- “ The time has not yet come for telling my 
real name; when it does, the world will remember 
it, when you, and generations of sensualists like you, 
are forgotten.” 
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“I pray your pardon for offending you by dis- 
paraging your old wine ; but still, honest Chatenay, 
I maintain that it is poisoned.” 

“ Indeed !” said the old man, in a voice which in- 
dicated surprise. 

“ Aye, indeed, and in truth, poisoned, most vilely 
poisoned by being drunk alone, beneath a solitary 
lamp, in a cold, dark cave. Why, the finest Falernian 
that Horace ever tasted, or the noblest Chian that 
Anacreon has immortalized in verse, would be soured 
into vinegar, or tasteless as the lees of a musty cask, 
if drunk as I have been drinking your good wine for 
the last two hours. Wouldst make your wine refresh- 
ing, life-inspiring, health-restoring, odorous, then give 
it to me in a chamber well-lighted, place roses on my 
couch, and bind my brows, like a true bacchanalian, 
with a garland of ivy leaves.” 

“ I cannot bring to thee garlands, and roses, and 
wax lights, for I am but a poor old man, who have 
charge of all the worldly wealth of my brother beggars 
of the camp, and shall do my best to preserve it from 
the cupidity of thieves; I mean no offence, Alex- 
ander, to thee, for thou livest upon the bounty of an 
emperor, and nought less than the rifling of the trea- 
sure chamber of the mighty Baghi Sian could content 
thee, or suffice to gratify thy wants and indulge thy 
luxurious tastes. Accident, and not thy choice, has 
made thee my guest, and I give to thee the best that 
my poor abilities can afford. Whilst thou hast been 
fretting here in this lonely, but still safe chamber, 
where Crusaders cannot reach thee, and the lance of 
Bohemond never touch thee, I have been exerting all 
my poor abilities to prepare for thee a dainty dish 
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such as thou hast never tasted before, and the like of 
which thou shalt never eat again. Here it is.” 

And as the old man spoke the words, he unfolded 
from a huge mass of cloths, with which it was sur- 
rounded and completely wrapped up, as if to preserve 
due warmth, a small silver dish, with a tight-fitting 
silver cover, which he placed on the table before the 
Greek, and having, for an instant, removed the top, 
so as to permit the fume to escape, he instantly closed 
it again. 

The luxurious sensualist inhaled the rich odour 
that diffused itself around him, and his eyes glistened 
with delight, and he smacked his lips, exclaiming : — 
“ Most admirable Chateney ! most exquisite of 
cooks ! the dish is delicious — the spices exquisite. Is 
the meat tender ? No doubt it is ; but is it quite 
safe for me to eat of it ?” 

“ Safe !” exclaimed the old man. “ Oh ! I see 
thou wast talking of poison a few minutes ago, and, 
perchance, thou fearest that the old man has prepared 
for thee some medicated stuff. Remove all such 
thoughts from thy mind. The cook does not fear to 
taste the food he has prepared. This is my favourite 
dish, and I give it to none but favourites. When 
my father was particularly well pleased with me, he 
always gave me a dish composed of the very same 
materials I now place before thee. Mark! how 
readily I eat of what I give to thee.” 

As the old man spoke the words he dipped a silver 
spoon into the dish, took from it an unctuous morsel, 
dripping with brown rich gravy, and swallowed it. 

“I am content, Chatenay,” said the Greek, “and 
now for our delicious meal. A spoon, Chatenay, if 
you please.” 
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“ Certainly,” said the old man ; “ but what is 
this ? a spot of rust on the spoon ! Oh ! I must give 
it perfectly fit to he used by thee” 

And as he spoke these words, there was a diaboli- 
cal smile upon his lips, as he rubbed, with marvellous 
energy and vigour, for a man of his age, the silver 
spoon in a green-coloured napkin. 

Neither the demon grimace, nor the peculiar form 
of expression used by the old man were noticed by 
the Greek, as he sat inhaling with delight the odour 
that arose from the dish before him. 

He seized the spoon, plunged it into the dish, and 
- after taking half a dozen mouthfuls, he said — “ How 
much this exquisite dish improves ! each new morsel 
gives a fresh appetite; the first three, I confess to 
you, imparted a somewhat acrid taste to the mouth, 
but that I find disappearing with each new morsel 
eaten.” 

“ Oh ! you perceived an acrid taste, a slight burn- 
ing on the tongue, did you, with the first mouthful 
especially ?” said the old man. 

“I did,” replied the Greek. 

“ Ah !” said the old man. 

“ Anything wrong in that ?” asked the Greek as 
he paused, and his lurking suspicions were again 
aroused. 

“ Oh ! no, I think that was quite right,” replied 
the old man ; “ but probably some iced wine would 
now be agreeable to you.” 

“Iced wine!” exclaimed the Greek, “oh! ad- 
mirable ! the very thing I was wishing for ; it will 
aid in cooling my blood.” 

“No doubt it will,” added the imperturble old 
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man ; “ but this goblet requires to be cleaned before 
new wine is poured into it.” And as he spoke the 
words he rinced out the goblet, poured some wine 
from £ fresh bottle into it, and drunk it off, saying 
— “ You see, Alexander, I taste of the wine as I did 
of the dish. There, take the bottle, it is, you per- 
ceive, cold as death . Hold it whilst I rub well this 
goblet for you.” As he spoke the words, the same 
vigour and exertion were used as had been before 
displayed by the old man with the green napkin. 
“Now,” he added, “ thou canst fill for thyself.” 

Alexander poured out the wine, and he drank off 
the contents of the goblet at a single draught, im- 
bibing < the cooling liquid with all the animal 
delight of a person whose main satisfaction in life 
has been the gratification of his senses. 

“ Thy wine is good — a little acrid taste on it, to be 
sure — but that, I suppose, is the fault of my palate, 
not of the wine.” 

“Yes — your palate, I imagine, cannot now be in 
good order,” replied the old man ; “ but take more 
wine, and that taste will disappear, as it did with the 
dish.” 

“ And so it has,” said the delighted Greek, as he 
followed the directions that had been given to him. 
By Bacchus ! no better wine was ever tasted by 
Boman emperor in his richest banquets. And then 
this dish ; what would a Yitellius have given for it L 
Chatenay, he would have made you— perpetual Con- 
sul of Rome. I pray you tell me of what it is 
composed ?” 

“ Hush ! for your life,” said the old man, as he 
clutched with a firm grasp the throat of the Greek. 
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“ I hear someone descending into the cave. It must 
he Selim. Does he know thou art here." 

“No,” replied the Greek ; “ but what if he did ?” 

“Wretch,” said the old man, in a hollow "flfcisper 
which thrilled the Greek with terror, “ say but one 
word to denote thy presence to him, and this knife 
shall that instant be plunged into thy heart. Be 
silent, and I shall not touch thee. Be silent for thy 
life ; and thou shalt witness what passes between us. 
Speak but one word — utter but one exclamation — 
and with your utterance this light is extinguished ; 
he then will not know where to find you, but I shall ; 
for I can see as well in the dark as when the sun is 
shining; and the next thing thou shalt feel, once 
thou hast spoken or stirred, is this knife in thy 
heart.” 

As the old man spoke these words, he brandished 
a sharp pointed glittering knife before the eyes of 
the terrified Greek, and then removing the lamp 
advanced up the cave as if to meet the person whoso 
steps were heard approaching. 

The old man walked about fifty yards from the* 
place where the maimed Greek was seated. Alexan- 
der saw the magician deposite upon a table the lamp, 
and as he did so, attach a long thin twine to it, and 
then holding the twine in his hand, walk away to 
such a distance as to be completely beyond the reach 
of its rays, so that, except to Alexander, who was 
in complete darkness, and had an opportunity of 
watching his movements, he remained absolutely 
invisible. 

Alexander felt the very hairs on his head rise with 
terror as he noted in that profound silence, and 
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complete darkness, the slow and heavy steps of some 
one approaching gradually towards the lamp, and his 
terror was increased when he observed Selim step 
withiif the circle of light. He noted that Selim 
stopped, as if utterly confounded, what he found no 
one sitting by the table on which was the lamp. 

“What is the meaning of this?” said Selim, 
speaking aloud ; “ a lamp lighted, and no one near 
it ; and then what can be the cause for this unearthly 
odour that prevades the cave ? Can anything have 
befallen the magician, if he is here, or Alexander ? 
I was sure I should find one or both at this hour. 
Perhaps they are within call. Chatenay ! Chatenay l 
Alexander ! Alexander ! Alexander 1” 

The miserable Alexander would have given all the 
wealth he had ever wasted, to have said the single 
word “ here,” in reply to the call ; but he observed the 
glittering knife, [and he perceived the magician had 
pulled the twine to its utmost tension, so that with 
the slighest touch the lamp upon the table would be 
upset. 

“ I shall sit down here, and await their coming,” 
said Selim. “ The lighted lamp shows that one or 
the other has been here lately, and most probably will 
soon return. Strange that Alexander should not be 
here. Where can the wily Greek have hidden him- 
self? But — augh ! what an abominable, grave-like 
stench there is at this table. There is the smell of 
human flesh about it. And then these vapours — 
and this darkness — and this stillness. I feel an un- 
accountable heaviness growing upon me.” 

And as Selim was uttering the words, Alexander 
Could observe that which was unseen by Selim, 
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namely, that the magician had fastened his basilisk 
eyes upon the Ismaelian, and was even out of the 
darkness glaring upon him ; and as the magician so 
stared upon his victim, he was clawing the air with 
his hands, in the same manner in which Alexander 
had noted the old man to proceed previously with 
the Turk, Ibraham: and then — not gradually but 
suddenly, as if a flash of lightning had struck the 
victim, he saw Selim’s eyes open wide, and staring 
like to those in the head of a corpse, which has met 
with a sudden death ; and at the same instant the 
hand and arm on which Selim had been leaning his 
head relaxed, and the head rested upon them like to 
that of a man in profound sleep. 

The magician advanced out of the darkness in 
which he had, up to that moment, remained, and came 
within the rays of the light, and as he approached 
still kept waving his hands at Selim. At length the 
action of the old man ceased. He took up the lamp 
and brought its burning flame close to the eyeballs 
of the sleeper, but the eye-lids never winked, and the 
eye remained staring, stolid, and rayless. 

“ He sleeps a sure sleep,” said the old man ; “ and 
now, Alexander, thou mayest call to him, loudly as 
thou usishest — he will not, cannot hear thee. No 
voice but mine can evoke a reply from him, and that 
reply his sleeping brain will ever remain unconscious 
of. His spirit , not his mind> shall answer me for the 
actions of the body, and the thoughts that have been 
resting in his memory shall come into activity at my 
call. The charm is strong upon him, and he cannot 
resist it ; but there let him lie, in darkness that is 
befitting his own gloomy soul. I must bring the light 
31 
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to thee, Alexander, for I have some rare things to 
show thee.” 

When the magician spoke these words he took up 
the lamp, and as he passed the sleeping Selim stopped, 
and, as if in derision of the helpless state in which 
Selim was then lying, turned the lamp on one side, 
so as to let some of the scalding oil fall on the cheek 
of the sleeper ; and Alexander, to his horror, observed, 
that although the burning liquid left a red flaming 
trace as it ran along the visage, there was not a 
movement of limb, nor a quicker action of the breath, 
to indicate that any pain was experienced by the 
sleeper. 

The magician and the light advanced towards 
Alexander, and as they did so, the body of Selim 
gradually disappeared into obscurity, and at length 
was lost to the eye of Alexander ; it was as if swal- 
lowed up in utter darkness. 

The magician placed the light on the table before 
Alexander, and, as he did so, addressed him in a 
voice that indicated no angry feeling. It was pas- 
sionless as that of a judge, who, when condemning a 
criminal to death, shows that the sentence is pro- 
nounced as free from hatred to the individual, as of 
compassion for the sufferings he is doomed to undergo. 

“ Alexander,” said the old man, “that miserable 
carcass that lies there requires now no light. It is 
not so with thee — thou art a man of taste and judg- 
ment. Thou wishest for the banqueting hall. Thy 
fine ear delights in sweet music ; thy delicate palate 
needs rich viands ; thou art not content but with the 
purest wine. It is fitting, then, that thou, and not 
Selim, should have the only lamp this poor cave can 
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afford. It is necessary, too, that thou shouldst hav6 
the lamp by thy side ; for I wish to show thee some 
things that ought to be very precious in thy eyes . 
They are not my jewels, Alexander^ I will not show 
thee now, though I may hereafter , those sparkling 
diamonds, those red rubies, those purple amethysts, 
and those yellow topazes, which thou hast so long 
felt an anxiety to handle, because they are mine — 
accumulated by me in sixty years of hard labour and 
of incessant toil. No, Alexander, what I have to 
show to thee is something in which, if any spark of 
natural affection remains in thy heart, should be 
more valuable in thine eyes than diamond, ruby, or 
topaz. Here they are.” 

The old man in uttering these words, appeared to 
take from a pocket in the lining of his robe two small 
pieces of white silk, and each of them appeared to 
contain the same material, a long tress of raven-black 
hair. 

“ Old man !” cried the Greek, utterly bewildered 
by what he witnessed, “ what means this mystery ? 
Wherefore place before me these women's tresses ?” 

“ They appear to be the same, but they are not 
so,” continued the old man ; “both are beautiful, but 
the one is thick and silky, and there is upon it a 
deeper, richer gloss than the other ; this, to a man of 
your judgment, is apparently a tress of hair cut from 
the head of a young woman. You have, not impro- 
bably, admired that very tress before now, because I 
cut it whilst she was sleeping — in a deep sleep, like 
that of Selim yonder — in the chamber of Gunhilda. 
Those hairs, Alexander, a few days ago added to the 
beauty, and their loss cannot diminishit, of the young 
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Turkish woman who was twice your captive, and 
twice rescued from your grasp by the Crusader Bohe* 
mond. I give it to thee, Alexander — keep it ; you 
ought always to preserve it with affection. 

“ As to this other tress of hair, it is thin, hut still 
fine as the fine_st silken thread; so fine that each 
particular hair is almost imperceptible ; but if thou 
examine it narrowly thou wilt perceive there is a 
shade of whiteness in the midst of its intense blacfc>* 
ness; for it was cut from the head of a female of 
somewhat violent temper, and whose anger, over* 
indulged, is rendering her prematurely grey. Here 
is this tress, also, for thee, Alexander; whatever 
were the faults of her from whom this tress was taken, 
thou, at least, should look upon her with reverence, 
because she has chosen to make herself the bondwoman 
of thy friend, Selim.” 

“I reverence the bondwoman of the low-born 
Selim !” said the haughty Greek, forgetting in his 
pride and indignation even the peril in which he was 
placed. 

“Aye! reverence her,” continued the pitiless old 
man, “not because she is the bondwoman of Selim, 
but because she is — thine own mother /” 

“My own mother! Old man, thou ravest; it is 
impossible,” said the Greek. 

“ As surely as Zara was the wife of Feroz, and the 
mother of Alexander, she is now the bondwoman of 
Selim.” 

u Oh ! that my limbs could but bear me to the 
slave, Selim, where he now lies in darkness, and I 
would stab him, even whilst he sleeps,” cried Alex- 
ander, in his impotent fury. 
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u And such a brave deed would he worthy of thy 
past reputation for courage,” said the old man. “ I 
have given thee thy mother’s tress to reverence, but 
wilt thou not look with love and affection upon the 
tress of the maiden that was twice thy victim, and 
twice snatched from thee, as thou wast seeking to sell 
her to Baghi Sian. Cherish it, Alexander ; for as 
sure as I now speak to thee, that soft, rich, glossy, 
silken mass of raven-coloured hair is thy sister’s.” 

“ My sister’s ! oh ! monstrous ! monstrous ! wicked 
and vile old man, why wilt thou torture me with such 
a thought? I the miserable persecutor of the smiling 
baby I remember when I was a boy. I to have 
sought her dishonour ! I to have laboured, and toiled, 
and exposed my life to all the perils of the battle-field, 
in order that my prize might be the degradation of 
my own sister ! Wicked* base, malignant old man, 
what injury have I ever done to thee, that thou 
should seek to drive me mad, by casting upon me so 
vile imputation as this ?” 

“ Miscreant !” said the old man, whose calm, 
passionless manner was now changed to one of 
unchecked rage, “ base, dishonoured, faithless, creed- 
less miscreant — base in everything — in thy life as 
thou shalt be in thy death — thou askest me what 
injury thou hast done me. Villain! in thy sleep 
thou hast been candid. Listen now to thy own 
thoughts, expressed in the words of Selim. He shall 
be my witness that the Turkish maiden is thy sister ; 
and he shall testify against himself and against thee.” 
The words of the magician rendered Alexander 
speechless with terror. 

“Evil spirit of the wicked Selim, answer my 
31 * 
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questions,” said the old man, turning to that part of 
the cave in which, unseen by Alexander, the body of 
Selim was lying. 

“ The evil spirit of the wicked Selim is prepared 
to answer thee / 9 were the words that issued out of 
the darkness in the accents of Selim. 

“ Evil spirit, what said Zara, the bondwoman, was 
the relationship between her and the Turkish maiden 
carried away from the Christian camp by the Greek ?” 

“ That the Turkish maiden was her daughter.” 

“ Evil spirit, what was the name of the son of 
Zara, the bondwoman of Selim ?” 

“ Alexander.” 

" Evil spirit, say what was the plot laid by the 
wicked Selim and Alexander of Constantinople 
against the old man called the magician?” 

“ To have stolen from him his jewels ; to have 
robbed this cave of every article of value contained 
in it ; to have murdered the old man, and to have 
buried his body here.” 

“ Alexander of Constantinople, son of Feroz and 
Zara, brother of Amine,” said the magician, “ the 
words which Selim has now spoken in his sleep thou 
too hast spoken before now ; in thy sleep the same 
has been told to me ; and thou hast added, that once 
the place where the jewels had been concealed was 
discovered, thou and Selim were to watch and sleep 
by turn, night and day, day and night, for ever, until 
thou hadst found me sleeping, and then- — to murder 
me. Thou hast wished to look upon those jewels — 
behold them .” 

In speaking the words, the magician touched a 
spring in the table at which Alexander was sitting, 
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and there burst forth from it a drawer on which the 
light of the lamp fell directly, and as it did so, there 
sprang out dazzling, sparkling, glittering rays, white, 
and red, and purple, which bewildered the eye with 
their gorgeous glory, and then with the quickness of 
a lightning flash, as suddenly vanished as they had 
been hurriedly and unexpectedly seen. 

“ Thou hast the secret of the old man, Alexander, 
for which thou plotted against his life. Whatever 
his crimes, and they have been manifold, he had done 
no wrong to thee ; and yet thou didst seek to take 
his life — knowing well, if he discovered it, he would 
take thine, and he has taken it” 

“ Taken my life !” cried the appalled Greek, driven 
to desperation by the horror of his situation. “ Ap- 
proach me if thou dare — come but near to me — at- 
tempt to lay a hand upon me, and that moment I will 
slay thee.” 

“ Ha ! ha !” croaked the old man with hoarse glee 
— “ did dying man ever talk more boldly than Alex- 
ander of Constantinople ? Fool ! for hours thou hast 
been breathing an air impregnated with poison. 
Approach hut thy lips to the glare of the lamp, and 
thou wilt find a blue flame will issue from thine own 
mouth and nostrils. I have not poisoned thy wine, 
but I poisoned the goblet when I rubbed it with this 
green napkin, a compound in itself of noxious poi- 
son : I did not poison thy food, but I smeared the 
spoon with a poison that is now, whilst I speak to 
thee, changing thy red blood into water.' In two 
hours from this time thy flesh will be rotted from the 
bones : in twenty-four hours thy very bones them- 
selves will be like the marshy earth, liquified into a 
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substance devoid of the smallest remnant of solidity. 
Even whilst I speak to thee, thy once ruddy cheek is 
green as the growing rush. Thy breath is hot as if 
it issued from a burning furnace. Thou hast sought 
to take my life, and I have taken thine. In a few 
minutes more unendurable pangs will seize upon thee ; 
and if thou wouldst die more bravely than thou hast 
lived, do this : when the first pain seizes thee, ap- 
proach thy mouth to the flame of the lamp, and thy 
wicked spirit will explode in thy cancerous body, as 
new effervescent wine bursts forth from a worm- 
eaten cask, in which it has been incautiously placed. 

“ I leave thee, dog, to die alone and in thy despair. 
I do so, because I desire to retain life in the sleeping 
miscreant there, who has not yet performed the 
devil’s work which he has wilfully chosen to do, and 
which he would not have the strength to perform if 
he inhaled for another hour the same pest-imbibed 
atmosphere which thou hast been breathing for half 
a day. 

“ Farewell, Alexander of Constantinople — we meet 
no more living in this world ; but there is another 
world, as surely as thou sittest there a dying man ; 
and there, though it was in the midst of scorching 
flames, or of burning ice, my first words to thee will 
be — Alexander of Constantinople, remember the last 
dainty dish of which thou didst as a living man par- 
take was of my cooking ; that thou didst enjoy it 
greatly, but never didst ask of what materials it was 
composed : and now, glutton, voluptuary, sensualist, 
I tell thee it was of human flesh , of the sweetest 
morsels I could cut from the bodies of two suckling 
infants. There is the meat of which thou hast made 
thy last meal.” 
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And as the wicked old man said these words, he 
placed the bleeding heads of two fair, flaxen-haired 
infants on the table before the Greek ! 

The old man disappeared in the darkness; the 
sound of his dragging a heavy weight after him might 
be heard, and as he ascended the cavern there rung 
behind him a fierce peal of laughter, followed by loud 
shrieks, and the words “ Mother ! sister ! human 
flesh !” and then — there was a bright flame lighting 
up the vault, followed by an awful explosion, and 
then 

There was the silence of death, and mephitic 
vapours rushed out of every crevice of the cave, and 
poisoned the air with a dense and stifling smoke. 


CHAPTER XXII. 

FALSE FRIENDS. 

Selim was awakened to consciousness and pain by 
the labours, rather than the care of the magician 5 
and as his senses returned to him, he perceived that 
he was lying in a miserable hovel, on the bare ground, 
and his burning cheek resting on the cold earth, and 
adding by the intensity of its cold to the torture he 
was enduring. 

“ Where am I? What has happened? What haS 
caused the awful wound in my cheek ? 

a Alack ! I know not,” replied the magician ; “ I 
had but entered this hovel — you recognize it — it is 
supposed to be the only dwelling place I have ; and 
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as I Came within the door, and had hut closed it to, 
intending to descend to the cave by the steps outside, 
I heard an awful explosion — but from what cause 
arising I cannot tell — only that in a few minutes 
afterwards the room was filled with a stifling smoke.” 
# “ Ah !” said Selim, “ I now remember that when 

I went to the cave last night — it was about midnight 
— I went there in the hope of seeing you .” 

“ And Alexander,” said the old man, with a malig- 
nant smile, 

“ Not at all,” said the imperturbable Selim, “ for 
I thought Alexander was either slain the night that 
I carried off* Gunhilda, or had escaped into Antioch. 
I neither hoped nor expected to meet Alexander in 
the cave.” 

“ And yet he was there all the time,” said the old 
man. 

“ That is impossible, for if he were there he must 
have heard me calling both you and him,” said 
Selim. 

“ What !” asked the old man, “call for him when 
you knew he was not there.” 

“ Oh !” answered Selim, not a particle abashed, “ I 
called him when I got tired of calling you, not 
expecting to see him, but merely to be saying some- 
thing, as I felt myself oppressed by a strange heavi- 
ness, owing to the pestiferous smell in the vault.” 

“Ah! that was it,” remarked the magician* 
“ These noisome vapours sometimes get into caves, 
and cause an explosion, which is death to all that 
have the misfortune to be within reach of them.* But 
what is strange — what, I am sure, will surprise you, 
is this fact — at the time you were in the cave, and, 
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as yon say, calling for Alexander, although not ex-, 
pecting him to hear you, yet he was actually there at 
the time, and he must have heard you, and yet would 
not answer you.” 

“ How know you that ?” asked Selim, somewhat 
suspiciously. 

“ I will tell you and prove it to you,” replied the 
magician. “ I descended as rapidly as I could to the 
cave. At first, I could not enter, from the horrid 
smoke that kept rolling out from it. At last I ven- 
tured in, and I there discovered you lying senseless 
on the ground, and that severe scald and burn upon 
your cheek. I perceived, by placing my hand upon 
your heart, that life still animated you. Old man as 
I am, I had strength enough to drag you away, along 
the ground, and if — as I had not strength to carry 
you — you feel any aching in your head or limbs from 
the stones I met with in my passage, you must for- 
give me for the unintentional injuries inflicted upon 
you, as my great desire was to save your life.” 

“I thank you,” said Selim, as with a wry face he 
rubbed his head, and then his shins. 

The old man smiled a bitter malignant smile, as 
he continued : — “ With difficulty I was able to drag 
you here, which I have done unnoticed by others. I 
have drenched you with cold water — *1 have tried to 
torture you into re-animation ; you will pardon me I 
am sure, as I desired to preserve your precious life.” 

“I am bound to be ever grateful to you,” said 
Selim, as he felt himself bruised from head to foot, 
like a man who has been beaten with heavy sticks. 

“All was in vain,” added the old man with a dia- 
bolical grin; “and at last it occurred to me that 
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there was one intense agony I had it in my power to 
employ, and which would infuse animation into the 
dying, and that was to place your scalding cheek, 
filled as it is with fire, in direct contact with the frost- 
hardened earth. That I have tried, and that it suc- 
ceeded to admiration, you yourself at this moment 
experience.” 

Selim could only reply by a yell of intense agony* 

“ Better to suffer a little pain in this life than to 
be dead forever,” observed the magician. “ Better 
the pain you are enduring, than be deprived of the 
opportunity of ascending, through the blood of the 
doomed Danish Prince Swein, to the topaz palaces 
and saffron meadows in which you so firmly believe.” 

“Much better,” said Selim, as he rolled from side 
to side in pain. “ But tell me,” he added, his avarice 
being stronger : than any other passion that possessed 
him — stronger even than bodily suffering — “how 
know you that when I was in the cave Alexander was 
there also, and that he must have heard me, and yet 
would not answer me ? Why should he have so aoted 
towards meV 9 said Selim, in a voice which showed 
how deeply interested he was in the question. 

“ Because, at the very time you were calling him, 
he must have been robbing me .” 

“ Robbing you !” cried Selim, bounding up into a 
sitting posture, and staring wildly at the old man— 
“ Robbing you l of what could he possibly be robbing 
you?” 

“ Of some diamonds, and a few rubies,” answered 
the old man. 

“ Diamonds ! and rubies !” exclaimed Selim, his 
eyes glistening at the very mention of such precious 
stones. “ And have you really diamonds and rubies ?” 
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“I have,” answered the magician, with about thirty 
topazes, and one hundred and forty amethysts.” 

“ Diamonds, rubies, topazes, and one hundred and 
forty amethysts,” repeated Selim, forgetting for the 
moment, his bodily suffering, as his thoughts gloated 
over such a precious store of jewelry. 

“Yes,” continued the old man, “these are the 
savings of a long life of thrift, and care, and hard- 
ship. These are the only solace of my old age : 
these have been the only things in which I have taken 
pleasure since the death of my father: these and re- 
venge have been the only objects that have made 
existence sweet to me. Revenge on all who aided in 
that father’s death ; revenge on them and on all in 
whose veins flows the blood of the persecutors who 
dipped their hands in his blood. That has been the 
occupation of my life ; but the contemplation of these 
precious stones has formed the pleasure of my life. 
They have been to me what wine, what luxury, what 
home, what family, what wife, what children are to 
other men. Whilst living, I have loved to look on 
them, and to think that with them I could purchase 
a principality, and yet prefer their possession to 
worldly honours, rank and dignities. Living, it is 
my delight — my sole delight — my joy — my only joy 
to gloat over their radiance — to hold within my grasp 
things so small, and yet of such inestimable value ; 
for my diamonds — I am a good judge of them — are 
of the purest water ; my rubies flame with a light 
that seems borrowed from the clouds that receive the 
last rich rays of the summer’s setting sun ; my ame- 
thysts are as intensely blue as the cloudless sky of 
Italy ; and my topazes are so large and so dazzling 

32 
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that they look like diamonds that had grown up 
amid banks of yellow crocusses. These — the solitary 
pleasures of my life, and which, when I feel myself 
dying I mean to bury where no human eye shall 
again look upon them — these — aye, even these — the 
old man’s only poor little innocent luxury in life, 
Alexander the Greek was robbing me of — his hand 
was filled with them — when he heard your voice, and 
yet would not answer.” 

“How know you that? How know you that?” 
/aid Selim, his eyes starting with anxiety, as the old 
man’s description of his jewelry inflamed his imagi- 
nation. 

“I know it, and will prove it,” replied the old 
man. “ Alexander heard you call, and did not answer 
you, because he was conscious that if you found him 
as he was — robbing me of all those precious stones — 
you would have insisted on his not appropriating 
them to his own me alone” 

“Of course, I would,” said Selim. 

“ Of course! you would” replied the magician. 
“You would have said, to Alexander, ‘what right 
have you to the old man’s jewels ? If I object to the 
old man keeping these jewels, and his making no use 
of them, I have a still stronger objection to you alone 
having them ; and therefore, you must not take them 
away with you.’ ” 

“ The very words I should have used, if I had 
found him robbing you,” observed Selim. 

“ I knew it,” continued the old man, “ and so did 
Alexander know it when you called, and therefore he 
did not answer you. And now, to prove to you that 
he was there and would not reply to you when he could; 
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I descended a second time to the cave since day-light 
broke, and whilst you were lying senseless there — 
and in that cave I found, not one hundred yards 
from where you were lying, Alexander/* 

“ Oh ! the villain !** cried Selim ; “ and he robbing 
you of your jewels/* 

“He had been robbing me,’* said the magician. 

“Oh! when next I meet him he shall — — ’* ob- 
served Selim in a hurried voice. 

“ You will never meet him more in this world ; and 
in the next, you certainly cannot expect to encounter 
him in your Paradise/* 

“What! dead!” said Selim, and he looked earn- 
estly at the old man. 

“Remember the explosion, and how narrowly you 
escaped with life, and how difficult to restore anima- 
tion to you. The same explosion was fatal to Alex- 
ander; for, as I told you, not one hundred yards 
from where you lay was the headless trunk of Alex- 
ander. I knew it by the half burnt dress which a 
smouldering fire was consuming ; near the entrance 
to the cave I found his head* frightfully burned — the 
face more like a charred stick than a human counte- 
nance — and not far from the body I found his hand, 
the fingers still grasping, as you may see them, these 
precious stones ; you perceive how firmly the fingers 
are clutched into the palm, as if in his death agony 
he would not part with that which he had wrongfully 
acquired. And this hand — you must remember it 
well, Selim — its snowlike whiteness, and its crimson- 
tipped fingers. It is the hand of Alexander; and 
here are five precious diamonds and two rubies grasped 
between them. I would not part with these five dia- 
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monds alone for the territory that gives the title of 
Prince to Bohemond of Tarentum. Then thus I 
prove to you, that when you called upon the name of 
Alexander, he was listening to you — was robbing me 
— and he hoped in the darkness to escape from the 
cave with all the spoil. Was he not a villain ?” 
“Oh! a most base villain,” cried Selim, “to think 
of robbing you — his friend.” 

“ Yes,** said the old man, “ and at the same time 
of casting upon another friend — even upon you — the 
unjust suspicion of having either yourself robbed, or 
aided another in robbing me.” 

“ The suspicion of my having aided him in robbing 
you !** said Selim, feeling for the first time a fear of 
the magician. 

“Certainly,** added the old man; “for if, upon 
returning to the cave, I found that I was robbed, and 
saw you there, and did not see Alexander, or did not 
know of his being there — as I, in fact, knew nothing 
of it — what other conclusion could I have come to, 
but that you yourself had either robbed me, or aided 
some one else in doing sa?” 

“Oh! the monstrous villain,** cried Selim, •“ to rob 
one friend, and cast unjust suspicion on another 
friend. I am content to suffer the agony I am 
enduring, since that which causes me pain has rid 
the earth of such a monster as Alexander.** 

“Let us think of him no more,** said the old man, 
“ but rather turn our thoughts to yourself. How 
Game you to the cave last night ? I thought that 
you were watching from some ruined fortress upon 
the camp of Swein, and seeking an opportunity to 
assassinate him.” 
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“ My business at the cave last night was to con- 
sult with you ,” replied Selim, “ as to the best means 
of obtaining access to the presence of Swein. I have 
tried different expedients to pass the line of sentinels, 
but each time I have failed. It would appear to me, 
as if Swein and Florine were aware their lives are in 
peril from an attack such as you and I both contem- 
plate. I can from my habitation perceive, that they 
walk encompassed with guards, from the moment 
they pass out of their tents until they return. It is 
for you now to devise a plan by which their precau- 
tions may be rendered nugatory. This fact I can 
tell you — for I have learned it through a spy, the 
only one I could get within their entrenchments and 
safely out of them — namely, that they intend to 
remain where they now are for a few days, until men 
and horses are so recovered from their long march 
that they may, on reaching Antioch, be in a fit state 
to take an active part with the besiegers.’ * 

“ Be thou,” observed the magician, “as true to 
thy vow, as I am unshaken in my spirit and remorse- 
less in my revenge, and ^Swein will not, as Florine 
shall not, live to look upon the walls of Antioch.” - 
“Give me freedom from pain, and this hand shall 
strike a steady and unerring blow, 1 ’ said Selim. 

“ Thy wish shall be accomplished,” said the old 
man; “now that consciousness has fully returned, I 
have a balm to assuage thy pain. Lie down again, 
good Selim. Here, apply this to thy cheek. Keep 
it constantly moistened for a few hours, and nought 
will remain but a slight trace of the injury thou hast 
received. Meanwhile, I shall leave thee to think on 
the means of executing our plan ; and whilst thy 
32 * 
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mind is so occupied, my hands shall be employed in 
consigning to the earth the mangled and blackened 
remains of him who was once known as the handsome 
and gallant 'Alexander of Con&tantinople. ,, 

. “ Oh ! the villain ! the base, treacherous villain !” 
said Selim, as he applied the balsam to his cheek 5 
“to think of robbing thee, and of casting upon 
me the suspicion of being so vile as to act as bis 
accomplice.” 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

% 

THE REPENTING SINNER. 

“ I have fulfilled my promise to Selim. He has 
broken his promise to me. He has left me without 
bidding me farewell, fearing I might inquire whither 
he was going, and that if he attempted to deceive me 
by a falsehood, I should by my interrogatories con- 
vict him of treachery. Whither can he have gone ? 
With what object? The motive must have been a 
strong one that induced him to leave this noble lady 
here, unguarded, without questioning her^as to her 
ransom, or seeking to despoil her of the costly orna- 
ments she wears. He knows, to be sure, that she is 
weak and sickly, and that I am strong and vigorous* 
and he counts, without doubt, upon my fidelity — for 
to him I have hitherto been but too faithful. But 
he forgets that he has aided in doing me wrong, that 
having the power to repair it, he did not grant me 
reparation ; and with a true Mussulman's contempt 
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for a woman, he fancies we can forget injuries, and 
will repay personal wrongs by service to the wrong- 
doer. Fool ! and villain as he is ! he will find him- 
self mistaken in so treating Zara. I promised to keep 
the Lady Gunhilda safe until his return. Even she 
to her great agony, aided me in keeping that promise. 
It has been fulfilled. But there is another promise 
not yet redeemed : it is my promise to her — my pro- 
mise to her who was the guardian of my child in 
sickness and in slavery ; who gave my daughter back 
to health, and bestowed upon my child liberty. To 
the Lady Gunhilda I have said, ransom or no ransom, 
I would set her free ; and I will do so ; and this is 
the opportune moment for so doing, when there is 
none to watch me, none to control me, not one to 
prevent me. 

“Lady Gunhilda shall be free; within an hour 
from this time she shall be a free woman in the camp 
of her cousin Florine. I will leave her there myself* 
and then — aye, then what shall I do ? Return here, 
or remain with her ? If I return here — having dis- 
posed of Selim’s captive without his permission ; and, 
above all, having sent her away without taking from 
her that wealth which is Selim’s god, and for which 
he would sacrifice her life as well as mine — my doom 
is inevitable. I shall fall an instant victim to his 
rage, or be slain by him, in revenge, in the course of 
a few days. Well ! be it so! of what value is life to 
me ? Why should the woman who has neglected her 
duties as a wife and as a mother, wish to live ? Is 
it to be despised — contemned — scouted ? Is it not 
fitting that such a woman should meet with death 
from the hands of a base wretch like Selim? Have 
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I not, in yielding to the impulses of my temper, cast 
away from me all that makes life precious — the 
esteem of the honest, the affection of the pure, the 
reverence of the good. Why wish to live ? Ah ! 
no ; life is hateful to me, as regards myself. But, 
let me think, can I not at least try to make whatever 
remains of it to the sinful Zara useful to others; and, 
if the opportunity presents itself, beneficially sacrifice 
it to save the lives of those who deserve to live? 
Will it not be, for instance, well done, if, to save this 
good lady from further degradation, from certain 
spoliation, at the least, I should provoke the anger of 
Selim, and so be slain? Such a death, vile as it 
would be, would still be better than the bad and 
wicked life I hitherto have been leading. 

“ Placing Gunhilda in the Christian camp, and 
returning here, would be to secure that one good at 
least ; but then, being slain here — to-day, to-morrow, 
or a few days hence — I leave my child Amine, with- 
out one to rescue her, to save her ; I leave her, her 
fate unknown, her destiny u mystery to me ; and, 
from the conduct of Selim, I am now aware that 
as lpng as I remain in his power, instead of aiding, 
he will do his utmost to baulk me in my researches ; 
for he thinks, as all Mussulmen think, that we women 
are only fitly treated when we are regarded as no 
more than the slaves and drudges of mankind. 

“ If, then, I may entertain the hope of again be- 
• holding my child, it must be by flying from this 
place — not remaining here. And, if I go elsewhere, 
what person in the wide world is there to whom I 
can betake myself, for refuge and for shelter, but to 
her who is my captive ? 
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“Ah! but then she is — a Christian . Oh! that 
name, so justly hated by me. But is it justly hated 
when I see her — her words a prayer — her acts 
charity — and that charity extended to the child 
abandoned by her mother, not a Christian ; and 
persecuted by men who are not Christians ? 

“ Alas ! alas ! how is a - weak, erring woman to 
know how to do that which is right, when that which 
hitherto she thought to be evil proves to be virtue, 
and that which she supposed to be good is shown to 
be wicked ? 

“What is this villain Selim now plotting for? To 
take the life of an unoffending Christian prince, who 
has never done him personal wrong. And yet Selim, 
who is planning such a murder, is, or professes to be, 
an Ishmaelian, of the strictest sect of Mahom- 
medans : and then there is that chance conversation 
I heard ; it referred to some plot plainly against the 
life of the Princess Florine, the cousin of Gtunhilda . 
That is a plot against the life of another Christian ; 
and no doubt the vile Selim is a participator in that 
• also. 

“I might be useful in counteracting that plot. 
But how? Not here — once Selim returns. Then 
my life, not less than my freedom of action, will be 
in his power ) and though I knew all his schemes, I 
should then be unable to counteract them. Sere 
then I will not remain ; for here I can be of no use ; 
and there I may be. 

“Now, then, to announce my determination to 
Gunhilda ! to tell her she is free ! to conduct her to 
the camp yonder, and when there to solicit her per- 
mission to remain : telling her no more than this, 


Digitized by CjOOQle 



382 


FLORINE. 


that I have two reasons for remaining ; one to pro- 
tect myself from the vindictive pursuit of Selim; 
the second, to examine for myself the difference 
between Christianity and Mahommedanism, and if 
I find the former true, to embrace it. I must be 
careful not to hint to her that I have additional 
reasons for going — to watch over the lives of Swein 
and Florine, and protect both from the machinations 
of Selim and his associates. 

“.Now to Gunhilda, and then at once to fly from 
- this abode of sin and wickedness.” 

Such was the manner in which the impetuous Zara 
communed with herself: and her resolution, once 
taken, was, on the instant, carried into effect. 

A sensation of happiness, such as this wretched 
victim to unrestrained and unwatched impulses never 
supposed she could have experienced, was enjoyed by 
her, when she saw Gunhilda clasped in the arms of 
Florine, and that, amid broken words, interrupted 
by caresses, the young beauty had learned she was 
indebted to Zara for the care of Gunhilda, and the 
pleasure then bestowed upon herself. 

Florine, the moment she heard this, flew from 
Gunhilda to Zara, and casting herself on her knees 
before the Mahommedan woman, she kissed her 
hands and said: — “Noble, generous woman, I thank 
heaven and thee for the blessing thus bestowed upon 
me. On my knees I thank heaven — on my knees I 
thank thee ; and from these knees I will not arise, 
until thou compliest with my prayer — it is that 
henceforth thou wilt command, as if it were thine 
own, all that Florine possesses. My rank I cannot 
give thee — my title I cannot share with thee ; but 
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all else is mine to bestow, and I now, on my knees, 
pray of thee to command it as thine own.” 

“ Your prayer, beauteous Princess,” replied Zara, 
“ is easily complied with by one who has come to 
ask of you food and shelter. The only special 

favours I have to ask of you are ” 

“ They are granted,” cried Florine, as she rose 
from her knees, and running over to where Gunhilda 
stood, smiling at her youthful ardour, clasped her 
arms around Gunhilda’s waist, and resting her fair 
cheek on her eousin’s shoulder, she added : — “ They 
are granted ; and now let me know what they are, 
for now I can listen to them with patience ; and hear 
thee, whilst I am happy — oh ! so happy — and all 
owing to thee. 9 9 

“The favours,” said Zara, “I have to ask are 
simple and few; but believe me I have special 
reasons for asking them.” 

“ They are granted,” said Florine, with girlish 
glee. 

“ They are, first, that as the fact of your cousin, 
. the Lady Gunhilda, being restored to you is only 
known to yourself and the Prince Swein — I believe 
there are none others in this tent.” 

“ None, none,” replied Florine ; “ the moment I 
recognized Gunhilda’s voice, and desiring to be alone, 
that instant I whispered the secret to Swein; but 
begging him to watch outside, so that our interview 
might be uninterrupted. Much as I love him, I felt 
that $ven his presence would be a check upon my 
joy. Well, I now understand from the words thou 
hast said, it is her wish that the fact of her restora- 
tion to her friends should remain for the present a 
secret. Is that thy first request ?” 
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“ It is,” said Zara. 

“ It is granted,” said Florine ; “ but canst thou 
not ask me for some precious gift worth bestowing 
upon thee ?” 

“ Ah ! Princess,” said Zara, “ I want no gifts. I 
am at last able to value the world at its worth ; and 
the earth does not contain within its rich and 
generous bosom any treasure so precious as a virtuous 
thought in a pure heart. Thou canst give me 
nothing that I can prize so much as a contemplation 
of thy own life — thy noble denial of thyself.” 
Florine turned away and pressed her burning, 
blushing cheek on the shoulder of her cousin. 

“ Forgive me, Princess Florine,” continued Zara ; 
“ I may have said what I ought, perhaps, only to 
have thought, and never to have expressed in your 
hearing; but, believe me, I am not practised in 
flattery. Alas ! the great sin of my life, the cause 
of all my failings, has been that I have only thought 
of consulting my own wishes, and never of bestowing 
the slightest consideration upon what might be the 
feelings or wishes of others.” 

“Poor woman!” said Florine; “but thy second 
request, which is granted before it is known ?” 

“My second request is,” continued Zara, “that 
my presence, the presence of a Mahommedan woman 
in a Christian camp, should remain as profound a 
secret as that of the Lady Gunhilda ; and to secure 
that secret being kept, I would ask permission from 
this moment to be arrayed like one of your female 
attendants. I perceive their habiliments are the 
same ; that all are dressed in white-^have hoods, or 
thick white veils, and that it is impossible, unless 
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hood or veil be removed, to distinguish their features ; 
•whilst their robes are worn so wide, as completely to 
conceal the precise shape or form of the wearer.” 
“This request,” said Florine, smiling, “is easily 
granted. Hast none other ?” 

“ I have,” continued Zara, “ two other requests to 
make : the first is, permission at night to remain in 
thy tent ” 

“ Thou shalt have a couch by the side of my own,” 
interrupted Florine. 

“ Permission, also,” added Zara, “ to go in and out 
of your tent, and, if necessary, of the camp.” 

“ The first is granted by myself ; the second I shall 
have to demand from Swein, and he, I am sure, will 
concede it. But hast no other request ?” 

“ I have,” said Zara, “ and it is the last ; it is, that a 
party of soldiers be sent to the habitation that I have 
just left ; that they will act there as soldiers do when 
in an enemy’s country — carry off all the valuables 
they may find, and break what they do not carry 
aw&y. When the valuables are carried away, I would 
wish them to be conveyed here, as there are some from 
which I may make a selection, and of which I may 
stand in need.” 

A cloud gathered on the fair Florine’s brow, as she 
listened to this request ; her cheek grew pale, as it 
was proposed to her to sanction what she considered 
was an outrage on am unoffending person ; and, at 
last, there was a blush that spread from her cheek to 
her forehead, when she heard Zara say she desired to 
recover something valuable she had left behind. 

“ Might I entreat of thee to take all the jewelry 
that is mine, and Princess of Burgundy never possess- 
"33 
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ed any more costly, rather than for the sake of thine, 
to do as thou now wishes t ?” said Florine. 

“Oh! Princess,” said Zara, now with flushing 
cheek, and flashing eye, “ you have done me wrong, 
Heaven is my witness, in seeking for these things — 
for they are not such as you suppose — I was not de- 
siring aught for my own benefit; but what might, in 
my hands, be useful to yourself, or to him who is 
most dear to you. You have a wily enemy to oppose, 
and it will require the utmost exertions of human 
ingenuity to baffle him. I told you I had special 
reasons for making my requests, and though I will 
not tell them all to you, I can at least state enough to 
prove how unfounded is your suspicion. It is most 
desirable that the place where the Lady Gunhilda has 
fled to should remain unknown to her enemies. If, 
on Selim’s return, he perceives that the place in which 
he had left her and myself has been pillaged, and 
then finds we are absent, he will not know but that 
we may have fled at the approach of the plunderers, 
or that we may have been captured by them ; and, 
not discovering us by his spies to be here, he may 
seek for us elsewhere. This plunder of the habitation 
will completely conceal from him the real fact, that I y 
as well as his captive, have both voluntarily come 
here. As to those objects which I called 1 valuables,’ 
be assured I only employed the term to denote they 
might be valuable in your service.” 

“ All shall be done in accordance with thy desire,” 
said Florine, in a meek and humble voice. “ I feel 
I have done thee great wrong. Pardon me ! for I 
shall not speedily forgive myself. Oh ! do ask from 
me something in my power to grant, to prove to you 
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my penitence for haying wronged in thought one who 
has been to me and mine so generous in action.’’ 

“If you see me do aught that is strange — that for 
the moment you cani^ot account for — believe it springs 
from a desire to serve you. Believe well of Zara, and 
pray for her; she has nought else to ask of you, 
Princess.” 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE DEATH COMBAT. 

It was some hours past mid-day, and the shades of 
evening were descending upon the earth, as the folds 
of the lofty and capacious tent of Prince Swein were 
rolled back by cords of gold, displaying the interior 
of the royal tent, at which were to be seen, seated at 
the head of a large crescent-shaped banqueting table, 
the Prince of Denmark and the Princess Florine, and 
around them her attendant ladies, and the chief 
knights of the prince’s army. 

Within the crescent-shaped table, which stretched 
from side to side, and the outermost edge of the tent, 
there was a wide space unoccupied, except by 
minstrels or mountebanks, as they came by turns to 
seek for applause from the multitudes that thronged 
around, and in addition to such applause, a pecuniary 
reward for their talents or their tricks, from lords and 
ladies seated at the festive board. 

The tent of Prince Swein was directly fronting the 
ravine, reaching within a oouple ef hundred yards of 
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its very brink; and as it lay thus opened to its widest 
extent, everything that passed in its interior was 
discernible from the walls of the ruined fortification 
on the opposite side. Between the front of the tent 
and the borders of the ravine no guard was stationed, 
as it was deemed to be inaccessible. On this occa- 
sion, as on preceding evenings, the front of the tent 
was occupied by soldiers and camp followers, who 
came to listen to the music, or to be amused by the 
sports which were intended to add to the pleasures of 
the banquet. 

Bards presented themselves, who sung to willing 
listeners fragments of old northern sagas — of Odin, 
and Frea, and Donar ; of Vikings, and Wizards, and 
the dread Saxnot; of Thor, and the merciless 
Valkyries, who loved the odour of dead bodies, and 
delighted in listening to the shrieks of the wounded ; 
of Hertha, and Bertha, and Sunna, and Manni ; and 
these were succeeded by minstrels who told in rhyme 
what Turpin has compiled in Latin prose of Charle- 
magne, and Roland, and Oliver, and how the unbe- 
lieving Saracens had been slain by brave Christian 
knights ; of the traitor Gannio, and the sad conflict 
of Runcicevalles ; and cheers were mingled with tears, 
as the themes touched upon, excited the admiration, 
or affected the feelings of the listeners. 

The evening was wearing away, as many others 
bad previously done, in innocent recreation and 
harmless merriment, in pastime not unbecoming a 
Christian^ encampment to enjoy, nor a Christian 
prince to preside over. 

In this manner were passing the hours of the 
evening on the same day on which Gunhilda was 
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restored to her cousin, who now sat by her side, and 
behind both, concealed, in the garb of a menial 
attendant, was the watchful Zara. 

On a sudden there were heard outside the tent 
loud shrieks of laughter from the multitude, with the 
cries — “Back! back! make room for the new* 
juggler ! Oh ! wonder of wonders ! make way for 
him ! There he goes, rolling, rolling into the midst 
of knights and ladies, prince and princess, oh ! 
wonderful ! wonderful ! and thrice wonderful !” 

And as these words were so uttered, in there came, 
spinning round like a wheel, with outstretched hands 
and legs, upon which he turned as he went, a man 
dressed like. an Arab. His head was covered by a 
red cap, which, in all his gyrations and evolutions, 
kept on, as if it were tightly fastened by some 
adhesive matter to the skull ; the man’B brown neck, 
arms, and legs were bare, and on his body was a 
tight-fitting white jerkin, fastened at the waist by a 
red sash, in which were three swords of various 
lenghts, and two daggers, all unsheathed, and all of 
glittering brightness, which flashed across the eye by 
his incessant motions, but remained, in all the 
rapidity of his turnings, immoveably within the close- 
fitting sash. 

As soon as the Arab had reached the centre of 
the unoccupied space, he stopped suddenly. He 
stood for an instant on his feet, and then bounded 
about three feet from the ground, he turned in the 
air, and came down on both his hands, and as he did 
so, with his legs kicking high above him, and playing 
with them all sorts of antic tricks, he walked deliber- 
ately round the cresent-shaped table ; and whilst the 
33 * 
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whole audience within the tent, as well as the lookers- 
on outside, were roaring out their applause, or 
bursting with laughter at the manner in which the 
thin, agile legs were capering in the air, there was 
one who did not smile, but who kept watching the 
black dazzling eyes of the juggler, and who perceived 
that he was taking a particular notice of the situation 
of each person at the table, and above all, had fixed bis 
eye for a full minute upon the smiling, unconscious, 
unsuspecting face of Swein ; and $ he who watched 
him seeing this, whispered in the ear of Florine — 
“ Do not pay attention to whatever I do ; but believe 
it is done to serve you. Believe in me and pray for * 
me and with these words Zara disappeared from 
the banqueting hall of the tent. 

The juggler had passed and passed again the 
interior of the wide space reserved for acrobats and 
mountebanks, delighting all by the oddity of his 
attitudes, when he again suddenly stopped, bounded 
upon his feet, and then, leaping high in the air, came , 
squatting down upon the ground ; and, after tumbling 
head over heels as if he were in pain, and injured by 
the fall, he again sat still, and, taking out some balls, 
he began to cast them in the air, making them 
perform all sorts of changes, and again provoking 
admiration and winning applause by the dexterity of 
his motions. 

When his play with the balls had ceased, he took 
up the three swords and daggers, flinging them in 
the air, catching them as they fell, and at last 
exciting almost as much horror as admiration, when 
he appeared to be standing in the midst of death, by 
the shower of armed weapons that appeared momen- 
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tarily descending upon him, and which he was con- 
stantly sending up again into the air. Men held 
their breath when they saw him playing with these 
mortal weapons as if he never could be wounded, or 
as if so to sport with death was a pastime. 

It was in the midst of the excitement caused by 
this fearful — to Europeans almost perfectly novel 
exhibition — and when the lookers-on were so lost in 
admiration, that they forgot to exhibit, by the usual 
demonstrations of applause, their delight and wonder ; 
it was when the air was filled, as it might be said, 
with ascending and descending swords and daggers, 
that there swept a female form through them, dis- 
arranging them, and sending them down in what 
was a really dangerous and unexpected confusion 
upon the head of the juggler. 

No one had remarked the female figure until it 
was seen in the air, and then it came (as it was after- 
wards supposed) from behind the chairs where 
Florine and Gunhilda were sitting. It was suspected 
that there the female, unexpectedly mounting up on 
the high throne-like back of Florine’s regal chair, 
had caught, with one hand, a golden rope which 
hung from the roof of the tent, and swinging off into 
the open space, had purposely flung herself into the 
midst of the juggler’s swords and daggers, and it 
might have been with the intention, by these means 
of wounding him where he stood. Whatever was the 
object, there was but one interpretation put upon the 
incident itself by all who looked upon it, and that 
was, that it was done in connivance with the juggler 
himself ; that it was intended to add to the excite- 
ment of the sport; that it was a preconcerted ad- 
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dition to the evening’s amusement ; and that to him 
was to be ascribed the merit of this unlooked-for 
novelty and hence it happened that whilst the juggler 
himself stood confused, amazed, and frightened, as 
the swords and daggers were tumbling down and 
inflicting two slight wounds upon him, the tent rang 
with acclamations for him, and shouts of laughter 
burst forth, and cheers were given for “ the juggler's 
wife,” as the flying female figure in the air was 
designated. 

And as the applauses and cheers were ringing out 
joyously, the female continued to swing in the air, 
and to kiss hands to her audience, as if thanking them 
for their approval, until at last the swinging of the 
* rope began to slacken, and as it swung her within a 
few yards of the juggler, she dropped lightly to the 
earth, and drawing forth swords and daggers from 
her girdle, she courtsied to all around, as if entreat- 
ing permission to exhibit her skill. 

Cheers again burst forth, and the female tripped 
over to the table of the guests — took from them two 
small circular silver dishes, and dashing them up in 
the air, turn by turn, and catching them as they 
fell, and then making them send forth a jingling 
sound as they touched each other in ascending, she 
returned to the centre of the wide unoccupied circle. 

The juggler looked on utterly confounded by this 
incident, and as much amazed at the women's dex- 
terity as any of the by-standers. He could not at 
first guess who his new assistant was ; her face was 
covered by a thick white veil, which fitted her like a 
mask, and was so close as to render every feature 
undiscernible. In the veil, there were two holes 
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large enough to give to the eyes a clear, distinct, and 
unimpeded view of everything, but their colour in 
the midst of the dazzling whiteness in which they 
were imbedded, it was impossible to distinguish- 
Her body was incased in a close thick red silk jacket, 
concealing from its padding on all sides the female 
form, and from the jacket sprang out trowsers of the 
same colour, so wide that they looked like petticoats 
but that they were fastened above the knees, over 
which they fell in folds, and left only to view the 
calf, instep and foot, which in their exquisite mould- 
ing and delicacy, especially of her foot, showed that 
the second juggler must be a female. The foot and 
the cap — tight-fitting and holding the veil, and deco- 
rated with three rich ostrich feathers — where the only 
emblems by which could be recognized the sex of her 
who now was a candidate for applause in the tent of 
Prince Swein of Denmark. 

This second juggler had evidently witnessed the 
feats of him whose sport she had interruped, and was 
determined to surpass them. She took up. as they 
lay on the ground before her his balls, his swords, 
and his daggers, and everything he had; done she 
repeated, and in so doing was applauded as he had 
been. She then to his swords and daggers added 
her own ; and excited increased admiration by her 
superior play with them ; and at last she seized the 
silver dishes, and flinging them up in the air one 
after the other, she caught each as it was spining 
round, on the point of a sword as it fell, and so 
carried them one in each hand around the tent, to 
the delight of the enthusiastic audience. 

The grace, the beauty, the perfection, the delicacy 
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with which each trick was performed, was so superior 
to that of the first juggler, that as he looked around 
he found all eyes were fixed in admiration upon hia 
rival. 

“ What can be the meaning of this ?” he exclaimed, 
“ It can have no other object than to mar my purpose. 
This woman must know why I am here, and is de- 
termined upon interfering with me. I will bear this 
suspense no longer.” 

He approached the women, and as he did so, he 
flung three balls in the air as if he were playing with 
them, and spoke so that none but herself could hear 
him. 

“ Hast thou come here to take from me my lar- 
gesse? If so thou canst have it. Take all the 
money that may be given, and wait for me outside 
the^camp.” 

The women still kept playing the swords and 
dishes as she replied to him: “Yes — so that thou 
mightest murder m^, and take all the money I had 
collected. The trick would be worthy of the base 
Selim.” • 

“ What ! thou knowest me,” said the man, stop- 
ping his play. 

“Yes, I do, villain,” replied the women, as she 
tossed the two dishes, with an unerring aim, back on 
the table from which she had taken them, “ and am 
determined to lose my life, or save him whom thou 
now seekest basely to murder ;” and as she spoke 
the words she dropped the points of the two swords 
to the ground. 

Applauses again burst forth when the playing of 
both artists ceased; and expectation was again 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



THE DEATH COMBAT. 


385 


excited, that some new trick or device was about to 
be exhibited for their amusement. 

“ I came here,” said the man, “ to lose my life, 
or to take his. Begone, women, then at once. 
Thinkest thon, I will spare thee, when I will not 
spare myself.” 

“ Wretch,” said the women, “ thou dost not come 
here fearlessly to fight a man, as a brave soldier 
encounters his enemy ; thou comest here basely to 
slay him, in the presence of his betrothed. It is 
fitting thou shouldst die by the hand of a woman.” 

“ Ha ! now I know thee,” said the man, “ thou 
art Zara.” 

“ Aye,” replied the women, “as surely as thou art 
the coward Selim. Away, then, whilst thou hast 
time to fly. Remain here with the fell purpose of 
murder in thy heart, and I tell thee, as surely as 
my name is Zara, thou shalt never leave this tent a 
living man.” 

“Fool!” said Selim, “I have laid my plans 
securely. In ten minutes after I have struck down 
Swein, there is scarcely one* of the gaping fools 
whose applauses are now ringing in our ears that will 
be living men. The bows are drawn, and the arrows 
are out of the quivers, which shall be warm in the 
heart’s blood of Florine, and of every base Christian 
that sits at that table.” 

“Then,” replied Zara, “it is the more necessary 
to slay thee. If the good are to die, the wicked who 
have caused their death should be involved in their 
destruction. There,” said she, flinging one of the 
two swords she held in her hand on the ground, “ take 
that and defend thy life as best thou can. The 
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lookers-on, be sore of it, will not interrupt us, nor 
come to the assistance of either ; for they fancy we 
are but two wretched jugglers ; and that what we do 
is but in mockery, and merely to please them.” 

A death-paleness overspread the face of Selim* 
He had been slightly wounded by the falling swords 
and daggers : he was confounded by this unexpected 
appearance of Zara before him ; and, instead of being 
able to assassinate, at any moment he pleased, the 
unsuspecting Swein, he now found himself forced to 
take up a sword and defend his own life,, against one 
he knew to be as vindictive as she was fearless. Still 
he was aware that his opponent was a woman, and 
he believed himself to be as superior to her in skill as 
in strength ; but how was he to escape when he had 
slain her, from the lookers-on ; or how was he then 
to avoid the general carnage which he had himself 
prepared for Florine and her followers ? 

Such were the various ancLconflicting considerations 
that made the sword of Selim tremble, as it crossed 
that held in the steady grasp of Zara. 

A burst of applause came from the delighted spec- 
tators when they heard the first clash of blade 
against blade, being certain they should now behold 
a most magnificent specimen of the sword exercise in 
«a mimic single combat. None but the combatants 
themselves remarked that each had in the left hand 
a small dagger, which at the same moment both drew 
together. 

The combat was a brief one ; so brief that it was 
over almost as soon as it begun. 

As Selim and Zara crossed their swords, each 
followed the first cut at one another’s head by a stab, 
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which Zara had failed to parry, but which stuck in 
her thick quilted silk-jacket, but could not penetrate 
it ; whilst her thrust at Selim, though partially parried 
by his dagger, yet slid along the ribs, tearing the 
flesh as it passed onward. The pain of the wound 
inflamed the rage of Selim ; he threw in his blows in 
quick succession one upon the other, and as he did 
so, compelled Zara rapidly to give ground before him. 

Great was the applause as the fire-sparks struck 
from the sword blades in those desperate blows and 
skilful parries. 

At last Zara appeared to stumble, and Selim 
rushed in upqp her, and as he did so her nimble left 
hand crossed his right wrist with the dagger, and at 
the same instant it was plunged to the hilt in the side 
of his neck ; and Selim with that blow bounded up 
from the earth, and then, without a groan, fell on his 
face. 

Selim did not hear the cheers and huzzas which 
marked, what was conceived to be, his grand theatrical 
defeat. Zara did, and grasping the rope which hung 
down in what might be now considered as the arena 
in which gladiators had been fighting, she caught at 
it, and with a short run, and vigorous jump, she made 
it swing her high over the heads of the guests, and 
then dropping behind the chair of Florine, she disap-, 
peared as suddenly as she had presented herself to 
the view of the spectators. 

Acclamations marked her exit as her entrance, and 
then the eyes of all were turned to Selim, expecting 
to see him rise, and like those who had preceded him 
go around the table, where sat dames, knights, and 
nobles, calling out, largesse , largesse . 
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Selim remained still — perfectly still ! There was 
no motion in a single limb. Not a finger moved, but 
there he lay with his face buried in the earth. 

The applause continued ; but then, as if the same 
thought had occurred at the same instant to every 
spectator, the applause as suddenly ceased — every 
voice became mute. There was the silence of death 
all around, and a sudden chill of terror seemed to fall 
on every boisterous spirit in that festive assembly. 

“My beloved,” said Florine, turning to Swein, “ I 
fear something terrible has happened to that poor 
man, who is lying there. It is our privilege to succour 
the distressed. Come with me.” 

Swein and Florine, followed by Gunhilda, descended 
from their throne. Their guests rose as they did so ; 
but Florine motioned to them to remain sitting, and 
then, holding GunhilSa’s hand in hers, she walked 
after Swein around the table to the place where Selim 
was still lying. 

There was no perceptible motion in the prostrate 
body. 

Swein stooped down, and turned round Selim, so 
that as he was turned his staring eyes seemed to gaze 
on the face of Gunhilda, and the moment she saw 
him, she shrieked, and cried aloud, “ 0 God ! it is 
the face of the wretch who bore me away from the 
Christian encampment, and who has vowed, Swein, to 
take thy life. Touch him not — touch him not — this 
is but a device to slay thee. Oh ! horrible ! horrible J” 

And as Gunhilda spoke these works, she fell to the 
earth completely insensible. 

“ Florine,” said Swein, look to thy cousin. This 
man is dying or dead, and no matter what evil he 
may have contemplated against me, I forgive him, 
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and shall do my utmost to preserve him. I will bear 
him in my arms to my own couch. ,, 

As the noble prince spoke these^words, he stooped, 
raised up the body of Selim, and turned to say to an 
attendant, “ Bid Brother Bernard hasten to me— it 
is to save life or soul.” 

Such were the last words ever spoken in this world 
by Prince Swein of Denmark ; for at the moment an 
arrow, shot with a sure and deadly aim, struck him in 
the forehead, and prostrate to the earth fell the dead 
bodies of the intended victim and the intending 
assassin. 

A shriek of horror arose ; but it was on the instant 
converted into one of agony, for a flight of arrows 
amid the multitude outside the tent, as well as in the 
interior, inflicted wounds and death upon several. 

“ The will of God be done !” said Florine, risirig 
from the side of the prostrate form of the fainting 
Gunhilda. “ My husband is slain. He has- died 
performing an act of charity. Blessed be God ! in 
all bis mercies. Now, knights — soldiers — to the 
front ; protect this multitude by your long shields ; 
save them at the risk of your lives ; it is yopr duty. 
Archers, to your post.- Our assailants are there” 
and she pointed to the battlements of the ruined 
fortress opposite. “See,” she added, as a stream of 
blood Started from her neck, they have struck thy 
mistress, as well as slain thy prince. Thank God ! 
that I am permitted to shed my blood on my road to 
Jerusalem. To the front — to the front — valiant 
knights, and prove yourselves worthy Crusaders. 
My shield — my shield. Ah !” cried the heroine, as 
an arrow transpierced her arm, “ I could not bear it 
now . 
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“ My God ! my God ! glory, honour, and praise be 
to thy name ! I believe that last arrow which I feel 
still quivering in my side will, with thy blessing, win 
me martyrdom. To the front — to the front — brave 
knights, remember ye each bear a cross, and there is 
no death so glorious as that of ” 

The heroine sunk, exhausted from loss of blood, to 
the earth ; but her orders were strictly obeyed : the 
Northmen locked their long shields in each other, and 
advancing in a firm compact line, strong as a wall of 
Steel, to the very edge of the ravine ; the archers 
followed them, and poured in such a deadly shower 
of arrows upon the assailants in the fortifications 
opposite to them, that the walls were speedily cleared 
amid shrieks and yells of agony. 

There was a pause for a few moments after the 
repulse of the assailants, which was only broken by 
the moafis of the wounded, and the fearful groans of 
the dying, when suddenly was heard the clashing of 
swords, and the cries of men in close combat, and 
their shouts and huzzas of “ The Holy Cross ! the 
Holy Cross ! — God wills it ! God wills it !” and the 
Northmen beheld a desperate conflict in the ruined 
fortress between infidels and those they knew to be 
Crusaders, from the cross on their breasts and shoul- 
ders. The conflict was followed by the Crusaders 
driving the infidels over the battlements, to be dashed 
to pieces in the ravine below them. Not a man of 
the infidels was spared from that fearful fall ; the 
living, the dying, and the dead were cast Over with 
indiscriminate fury; and as the shrieks and yells 
arose of the living and wounded, there were still 
louder shouts of “ The Holy Cross ! the Holy Cross 1 
— God wills it ! God wills it !” 
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“ What mean these shouts ?” said Florine, as con- 
sciousness returned to her. “ Do my ears deceive 
me, or my wishes betray me ? They sound to me, as 
if the Crusaders were winning a glorious victory over 
base and treacherous assassins.” 

“ Thine ears do not deceive thee, heroic princess,” 
whispered Zara. “ There is not one of the wretches 
who were in the plot to slay thee, thy brave betrothed 
husband, and thy gallant followers, who is now living. 
They are all put to death — to the last man ; and 
the first of them to die was the worst, even with his 
fell purpose unfulfilled. And that man was Selim.” 
“ And by thy hand,” observed Florine. 

“By my hand, and in open, deadly combat,” 
answer^ Zara ; “ it was life against life — would 
that I could have saved the noble Swein !” 

“Thou didst thy utmost as mortal to preserve 
him,” said Florine, bursting into tears. “ God willed 
to take him, and the will of God be done in all things ; 
for the afflictions He sends us are to purify us, 
make us worthy to receive the blessings He has in 
store for us. Glory, and honour, and praise be to 
Him, now and for evermore. My noble Swein took 
up the cross, with me to bear it, and now he has 
been called to receive his reward ; and the crown he 
wears in heaven I may be permitted to share, if I 
bear the cross as he did with noble fortitude, 
unshaken courage, and untiring charity to the last. 
My watchword with Swein was i God wills it 
without him I still say, ‘ God wills it ;* the will of 
God be done !” 

Florine had again fainted, and Zara was employed 
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in staunching her wounds, when she heard these 
words : — 

“ If the Lady Gunhilda be here, I pray you permit 
me to see her. I have come with a detachment, 
headed by Guy of Mascon and Philip of Brefney, to 
aid in her rescue from Selim, her captor. We have 
been sent by Bohemond. Tell her, she who waits 
without is Amine.* * 

“ Amine ! my child ! Oh what will be her shrfhie,” 
exclaimed Zara, bursting into tears, “when she is 
told she stands in the presence of her wicked, sinning 
mother ?” 


CHAPTER XXV. 

THE BATTLE OF ANTIOCH. 

The city of Antioch was in the possession of the 
Crusaders ; and again the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass 
was offered up in the Christian churches, the beauty 
and the magnificence of which had saved them from 
destruction, although they could not preserve their 
altars from sacrilege. Of these churches we are told 
by an ancient chronicler, that — 

“ Their golden mouldings an Arabian made, 

Irish and English hands their statues formed ; 

From Mount Atlas came their marble waUs, 

From Cyprus, England, Tyre— brass, iron, glass.” 

In the midst of the rejoicing of the Christians at 
the recovery of Antioch, arrived the intelligence that 
Corbohan, the Sultan of Mossoul, with an army of 
four hundred thousand men, had reached the city 
walls, confident of victory, and certain of being able 
to effect the entire destruction of the Crusaders. 
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Then it was, says Robert the monk (whose words 
will be found in the remainder of this chapter,) that 
the Bishop of Puy, with the assent and approval of 
all, proclaimed a three days’ fast. 

Each one then made, with a devout and contrite 
spirit, his confession ; and the man, who had more 
than sufficed for himself of food, gave to him who had 
not enough to eat ; and those three fast days were 
passed in perfect humility, and complete piety of 
heart, and penitential processions to the different 
churches, and in prayers imploring the mercy of God. 

* And when the sun arose on the third day, then there 
were Masses said in all the chapels of all the churches 
of Antioch, and all the Crusaders, at Holy Com- 
munion, partook of the Body of our Lord 

And then in accordance with the order for the 
coming battle, as it had been arranged at a general 
council of the leaders of the army, tho whole force 
of the Crusaders was arranged into six separate 
divisons, and the manner in which they were mar- 
shalled was as follows : — 

The first division was under the command of Hugh 
the Great and the Count of Flanders; the second 
was Duke Godfrey’s ; the third was that of Count 
Robert of Normandy and his followers ; the fourth 
was under the command of the Bishop of Puy, who 
bore with him to the battle-field the sacred spear 
which had pierced the side of our Saviour. The fifth 
division was Prince Tancred’s; the sixth, Prince 
Bohemond, who had with him all the light armed 
infantry, and knights who were compelled to fight on 
foot, because, in the famine that had been endured 
by them, they were under the necessity of selling 
their war-horses. 
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Bishops, priests, clerks and monks, clothed in 
sacred vestments, marched out of the city with the 
Crusaders, bearing in their hands large crosses, and 
blessing the soldiers as they went, and singing the 
psalm “ Salvum fac populum tuum Domine ,” and 
such other holy hymns as are peculiarly applicable to 
a time of tribulation* And as the bishops and priests 
so proceeded with the Crusaders, the Christians who 
looked upon this martial and religious procession from 
the towers and walls of Antioch joined in the psalms, 
and united their voices with the prayers that were 
thus offered up for the safety of the Crusaders. 

Out then through the gate, facing that place called 
“ the Cemetery,” went the soldiers of Christ to en- 
counter the satellites of Anti-Christ. 

Now Corbohan was standing on a hill, and from 
thence looking down upon the Crusaders as they thus 
marched out of the city, and turning round to the 
officers near him, he said : — 

44 Move not, my soldiers. Stir not a step forward, 
but let the Crusaders, undisturbed, all march out, in 
order that we may be the more sure of surrounding 
and destroying them.” 

Corbohan, whilst he was speaking in this manner, 
had near to him a certain man, a native of Aquitaine, 
who had become a slave to his appetite, and there- 
fore, unable to resist the hunger that had been uni- 
versally felt in the Christian encampment, fled from 
it, and deserted to the enemy. This renegade had 
spoken many opprobrious words about the Christians 
to Corbohan ; had told him that the Crusaders were 
dying of hunger; that all, like himself, were think- 
ing of running away; that they had eaten all their 
horses ; that they were wasted with famine, and that 
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no other recourse was left to them but to fly from, or 
to give themselves up as prisoners to him — Corbohan. 

As the six different divisions of the Crusaders* 
army came into sight, Corbohan inquired from the v 
Aquitaine renegade, who and what they were — ques- 
tions that the man' of Aquitaine could easily and 
readily reply to. 

And whilst Corbohan was asking these questions, 
and the man of Aquitaine was answering them, the 
sun shone forth, and its bright rays fell upon the 
lance points, and burnished scale armour of the 
Christian knights, dazzling the eyes of the lookers 
on, as the rays were reflected from polished lance, 
and shining helmet, and glittering hauberk, and 
inspiring a feeling of terror into the hearts of adver- 
saries. 

And Corbohan looked upon them all — individually 
and collectively — and he groaned in his spirit as he 
gazed upon them, and then he said to those who stood 
by his side : — 

44 This is a mighty and brave race of men, and 
splendidly are they armed. They are warriors, I am 
convinced, who wish not to retreat, but to advance — 
who are determined not to yield, but to conquer. 

Corbohan then turned to the apostate, and said : — 

44 Most wicked of wicked villains, what scandalous 
lies thou hast been telling of these men — of their 
eating their horses, and being pinched with famine, 
and of running away from me. By Mahomet ! if 
others are to suffer through thy falsehoods, then thy- 
self shall be the first to deplore them, and thy base 
head shall fall because of thy untrue tongue.” 

With these words Corbohan summoned his execu- 
tioner to his side, and in a moment afterwards the 
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unsheathed sword lopped off the head of the deserter ; 
and so a fitting punishment was inflicted upon a liar 
and a renegade. 

Corbohan then called to his side the Emir who had 
charge of his treasure, and whispered to him that if 
he should see, as a signal, a fire lighted in front of 
his soldiers, at once to take and bear away with him 
all the wealth of which he had charge. Corbohan, 
in giving these directions, showed that he well knew 
before the battle began the result would be disastrous 
to himself. 

As soon as our soldiers descended into the open 
plain where they might be marshalled in close ranks 
together, they all, at a signal from the Bishop of 
Puy, halted; and then all listened with profound 
silence to the harangue which he addressed to them. 

The Bishop of Puy wore that day a coat of mail, 
and in his right hand he held aloft the holy spear, 
and these are the words which he on that occasion 
addressed to the Crusaders : — 

“ All of us who are baptised in Christ are children 
of God and brothers one to the other. Those who ' 
are thus united by a spiritual bond should also be 
conjoined by a sincere love. Let us fight then as 
brothers, for the salvation of our souls, and the 
safety of our lives ; because both are at this moment 
in great peril. 

“ Bear in mind, my brethren, that which our Lord 
God has been pleased to reveal to you in visions, 
namely, that the tribulations which you have already 
endured have fallen upon you because of your own 
sins. 

“ From those sins you have now purged your souls, 
and you have therefore been reconciled to your God. 
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What then need you fear, when, by no ^possibility, 
can any misfortune befall you ; for he who dies in 
the battle shall still live : he will exchange for the 
fugitive and precarious pleasures of existence here 
below, eternal joys which are unchangeable and 
never-ending ; whilst he who escapes alive from the 
conflict will triumph in the victory won over his ene- 
mies, will be enriched by their wealth, and never 
again exposed to the pangs of want and misery. 

“ You know, my friends, what you have suffered, 
and now behold a compensation for those sufferings ; 
for your Lord has now brought and placed before you 
the riches of the East, in order that they may fall 
into your hands. 

“ Be then of good cheer — be in this battle brave- 
hearted soldiers, for the Lord will send a legion of 
his saints, who will inflict a heavy punishment upon 
your foes. Those saints you shall with your own 
eyes look upon, and be you not dismayed at the 
awful clangor of their arms. You ought not, in 
sooth, be terrified by their presence ; for their aspect 
is not unknown to you. Terrible and tremendous, 
however, is the aspect of celestial spirits when they 
render themselves visible to the eyes of mortals. 

“ Behold ! there are your enemies before you — 
see them ! mark their demeanor — note how they 
stand with trembling limbs and outstretched neck, like 
to the timid stag and fearful hind, more ready to fly 
from an encounter with you, than to face you in com- 
bat — more confident in their speed to run than in 
their capability to withstand your charge. To you 
their manner of fighting is well known, they are more 
dangerous when they are retreating than when they 
are advancing. 
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“ Onw&rd, then, in the name of our Lord Jesus 
Christ to battle — and may the Omnipotent Lord God 
be with you, and be your helper.” v 

“ Amen!” thundered forth the entire of the Chris- 
tian army, as if with one voice and one heart. 

The legions of the Crusaders were then deployed 
in long lines, and in front of all, with standard up- 
lifted, marched Hugh, who was justly designated 
“ The Great.” To him this privilege of precedence 
in the Christian army was rightfully conceded, 
and was properly maintained by his valour and his 
virtues. 

To Hugh's forces succeeded the others in the order 
that has been already mentioned, and so each adr 
yancingin turn to the front, the line of the Christians 
was so extended that it was flanked at one side by 
the river, and at the other by the mountains : the 
army covering by this extension of line a breadth of 
country of about two miles. 

Corbohan, seeing this movement of the Christians, 
ordered his men to fall back, so as to have the 
mountains at their rear. Our men followed them as 
they retreated, but the advance as well as the retreat, 
was on each side made with slow and deliberate 
Steps. 

The Turks then divided themselves into two bodies, 
one wheeling off towards the sea, and the other re- 
maining stationary in the plain. By this movement 
they hoped to outflank the Christian army, and from 
their rear to shoot them down with arrows. 

The moment this movement was detected by the 
Christians, a seventh detachment was formed for the 
purpose of attacking the corps of Turks which had 
separated from the main body. The seventh detach- 
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xnent of Crusaders was composed of soldiers taken 
from the men under the command of Duke Godfrey 
and the Norman Count ; and oyer them was placed 
as commander a certain valiant warrior, named 
Rainald. 

Against Eainald the Turks then sent additional 
force to sustain those first detached from the main 
body. Between these a conflict took place, and 
many were slain on both sides. 

When the other six bodies of the Crusaders came 
within an arrow’s flight of the Turks, the Turks, 
desirous to prevent a nearer approach, began shoot- 
ing at them, but not one of their missiles reached 
the Christian lines ; for a strong oblique wind blow- 
ing at the moment, impelled the Turkish arrows 
aside. 

Upon the Turks perceiving this, they turned their 
horses’ heads and fled ; and thus the first line of the 
Christians which sought for battle in the battle-field, 
could not encounter a foe — they who wished to have 
before them an enemy to give or to receive a blow, 
could not obtain what they sought for. 

Whilst the first line was in this position a message 
was sent to Hugh the Great from Bohemond, to 
send him aid, as he was fighting against overwhelm- 
ing odds with the Turks. 

Hugh the Great, upon receiving this message, 
instantly turned round to his followers and said : — 

Oh ! valiant heroes — here the battle flies from us, 
let us seek the conflict where it is to be found — let 
us hasten to the aid of the illustrious champion, 
Bohemond. There is the combat which you long for 

35 
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there posh forward against that iron-clad foe Whom 
you wish to encounter.** 

No sooner was the words spoken, than Hugh the 
Great and his gallant men hastened to the aid, and 
stood by the side of the brave Bohemond and his 
soldiers. 

The leader of leaders, Duke Godfrey, observing 
this movement, advanced at a quick pace with all his 
men to sustain this movement. He was perfectly 
free to do so, for the enemies who had been in his 
front were retreating before him. His place was, he 
rightly thought, where the whole strength of the 
Persian soldiery was concentrated. There, he said, 
was the place where the greatest military prowess was 
to be displayed, and that, consequently, was the most 
fitting position for Hugh and Godfrey to occupy— i 
associates in war, friends in peace— ever fittingly 
united, ever cordially co-operating with each other. 

As Hugh the Great entered into the thick of the 
fight, he noticed one of the foemen, bolder and 
braver than the rest, who was eagerly engaged by 
shouts and cries in urging on his followers to conflict. 
Against that warrior Hugh spurred his foaming war- 
horse, and with his lance perforated the foeman’s 
throat, and so stilled his war-cry for ever. But 
what did the hapless warrior on receiving that mortal 
thrust ? Lifeless he fell to the earth, and his soul 
descended to the devils in hell. 

Directly after this occurence, a very calamitous 
circumstance occurred to our men. Odo of Yper, 
who bore the standard, was struck by a poisoned 
arrow, and from intensity of agony fell to the 
ground, and the standard fell at the same time with 
him ; but William of Berne cut his way, with a 
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drawn sword right through the enemy, and raised 
the standard from the ground, and held it erect, and 
aloft. 

What deeds of valour the leader of leaders, Duke 
Godfrey performed ; what the courageous Bohemond 
accomplished ; what an illustrious band of brave 
Christian knights achieved, neither the tongue could 
tell, nor the hand write, nor the page contain. 
There was no man of ours there that day a laggard, 
and not one a coward, nor even if there could be 
found one, was the opportunity afforded to him of 
being either unwilling, or indisposed to fight ; for the 
enemy in overwhelming numbers pressed upon each 
man, and the more of our foes were killed, the more 
the numbers of them, determined to fight, seemed to 
increase ; they gathered around our men as swarm 
thickens upon swarm of flies upon a rotten carcase. 

And so fought the Crusaders a long, a desperate 
fight, until at last weariness ^oppressed their limbs 
with this unending combat, and this ceaseless 
carnage, and yet the number of the foe prepared to 
fight, and willing to combat, was not apparently 
diminished ! 

And then it was that there was seen to descend 
from the mountains a numerous army of knights in 
white armour, whose standard bearer and leaders 
were George, Maurice, and Demetrius ! 

These were first discerned by the Bishop of Puy, 
who, as he looked upon them, called out with a loud 
voice : — 

“ 0 Christian warriors ! behold there is the aid 
that God has promised to send us !” 

And as our soldiers looked upon these white 
knights they would assuredly, but for the. hope they 
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had in the Lord, have been stricken with a very 
great fear. 

As to the enemy, when they beheld the white 
knights, a mortal terror seized upon them, and plac- 
ing their shields upon their backs, they turned right 
away from Qur men, and fled from the Crusaders as 
fast as each man could. 

The Turks who had taken up a position near the 
sea, no sooner saw the flight of their comrades, than 
they set fire to the grass that lay at their feet as a 
signal to those in their encampment to retreat in all 
haste, and carry off all the treasures they could con- 
veniently remove. 

The Turks who were in the mountains, recognizing 
the signal which had been agreed upon, that instant 
decamped with all the spoils they were able to bear 
away. But of what avail was it to them to do so,' 
when they were not allowed to retain possession of 
that treasure ; for the Armenians and Syrians, per- 
ceiving that they had been defeated, and that our 
soldiers were pursuing them, at once intercepted and 
slew them. 

Hugh the Great, Duke Godfrey, and the Count of 
Flanders, gathering together all the knights under 
their command, rode in a compact body towards the 
water where the battle was still raging, and where 
the enemy, though defeated, was still prolonging the 
struggle. Then did these valiant knights break in 
upon the foe with such a tremendous charge, that 
they completely cut them off from their encampment, 
to which they were retreating. And then these 
knights, in order t^at they might pursue the enemy 
with greater effect, mounted the horses of those whom 
they had slain, and removing the bridles from the 
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heads of their own steeds, which an insufficiency of 
food had rendered weak and inefficient, they per- 
mitted the poor animals to range at large through 
the battle-field. 

Oh ! the wonderful virtue and immense power of 
the Almighty God. Thy soldier, 0 Lord ! who had 
been afflicted with a long fast, was now pursuing a 
brawny and well fed foe ; and now the strong was so 
much afraid of the weak, that he dare not as much 
as look back at his own wealth, from which he was 
forced to fly ! Thy spirit, 0 Lord ! was in the 
heart of thy soldiers ; it gave strength to their body, 
and filled them with dauntless bravery. No cupidity 
for spoil retarded thy soldiers in the work of war ; 
no avaricious desire for wealth delayed them ; what 
they wanted, what they sought for, and what by their 
valour they gained was victory — a complete victory ! 

As the butcher in the slaughter-house massacres 
the cattle, so massacred on that day were the Turks 
by our soldiery. Blood spirted • from the bodies of 
the wounded ; and the dust rose in clouds under the 
hoofs of the war-horses ; and the air was darkened, 
and a dense cloud hung over the battle-field, giving 
to the scene of fight the appearance which the earth 
presents on a misty morning. 

The foe as they fled reached a small hill, and there 
they hoped they might collect their forces, and repel 
the attack of our men. To that spot was carried by 
a rapid steed an old Christian knight, named Gerald 
de Milione, who had been weakened by long sickness. 
He came unexpectedly upon the Turks, and was slain 
by their javelins, and so met with a death worthy of 

a Christian soldier. That death, however, was not 
35 * 
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long unavenged. It was observed by those who fol- 
lowed close upon the heels of old Gerald — by Edward 
of Pucoli, Pagani of Belluuo, Drogo, and Thomas, 
and Clarenbald, and other vadiant youths belonging 
to the division of Hugh the Great, who without a 
moment’s hesitation charged the enemy, and in so 
doing met with a desperate resistance. In that, 
portion of the field there was fought an awful com- 
bat ; but God helping, and the number of our men 
increasing, the enemy were utterly dispersed* On 
that spot especially an immense quantity of blood 
was shed, and a great many headless bodies were 
left ; and there the enemy fled on all sides. They 
Struggled no more, but each one tried to save himself 
as he could. 

The pursuit of the enemy was continued from the 
field to those two points known as the Pherfar Bridge, 
and the Castle of Tancred, and farther than these 
our men could not go, because night came on, and 
with nightfall, and not until then, the carnage ceased, 
and the battle was at an end. 

, There were slain of the enemy on that day, one 
hundred thousand horsemen, but as to the footmen 
they were so numerous, that the bodies of the dead 
were considered to be countless. 

As to the wearied Christian soldiers, instead of 
marching back to the city, which was now far distant 
from the scene of conflict, they repaired to the 
encampment of their foes, and there found a suffi- 
ciency of food to supply their wants ; for our enemies 
had, before the fear of God touched their hearts, 
filled for the repasWthey intended to take, pots, and 
pans, and cauldrons with meat ; but, poor wretches J 
that which they had so prepared for themselves, they 
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were not allowed sufficient time either to eook or to 
oat. 

There, then, in the enemies' encampment, might 
be seen the venerable Bishop of Puy, wearing a hel* 
met and a coat of mail, and the holy spear in his 
hand, and tears of joy bedewing his cheeks, and 
cheering up the Crusaders, and exhorting them to 
give thanks to God for being victors, and saying to 
them such words as these : — 

“ From the time you have begun to be soldiers, 
there never have been soldiers to be compared with 
you, because none, in so short a space of time, havG 
fought so many and such great battles as yon have 
done, from the hour you passed the sea at Constant 
tinople. Far— far, indeed, must be removed from 
the Christian faith, the man who sees what you this 
day have seen, and yet is not ever true and devoted 
in his love to God." 

Such words as these did the venerable bishop speak, 
and by such discourses did he instruct the people 
confided to his care, and by such did he prevent them 
from indulging in unbecoming jests or unbeseeming 
laughter; for no one could look upon his noble coun- 
tenance without feeling reverence for him, and none 
would presume in his hearing to give utterance to 
vain words. 

The night was passed by the Christians in the 
camp of Corbohan, and on the following morning 
they found themselves the masters of fifteen thousand 
camels, and of horses, mules, asses, sheep, and oxen 
without number. They also found in the encamp- 
ment a vast number of gold and silver vessels, 
magnificent cloaks, great spoils of high price, and in 
Wondrous variety, and with all these they returned 
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triumphant to Antioch ; and, then, by all who had 
remained behind — by priests, clerks and monks — * 
they were welcomed home with a joyful and solemn 
procession. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE LAST. 

% The tidings of a great viotory won by the Chris- 
tians over the army of Corbohan who sought to 
recapture Antioch, were cobveyed to the camp of 
Florine by Philip of Brefney, who, once assured of 
the safety of Gunhilda, and haying bidden farewell to 
Amine, had returned to Bohemond, entrusting all the 
females to the especial charge of Guy of Mascon. 

No sooner was the return of Philip announced, 
than Florine commanded that he should be instantly 
conducted to her presence. 

The young Irish knight found Florine reclining on 
a couch, and sitting close to the pillows on which 
rested her cheek, now ashy white, was the Lady 
Gunhilda, whilst kneeling on opposite sides were 
Amine and Zara. The eye of the youthful soldier 
was too well accustomed to the battle-field and its sad 
consequences, not to be able at once to recognize in 
the sunken eye, and the deep breathing of Florine, 
that her hours of life were but few ; and that* 
not improbably, before the sun had set, the spirit 
of the young martyr would have ascended to heaven 
The hope he did not feel himself, he looked for (with 
the wish he might find it there) in the face of Guy 
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of Mascon, who stood with steady eye and folded 
arms, gazing with the same reverential awe and love, 
as he would at the picture of a saint, upon the fair 
and gentle Florine. The compressed lip of Guy, as 
he struggled to master feelings he deemed it unbe- 
coming to betray, showed that he, too, was waiting 
but to witness the death of Florine. 

“ Thy blessing, good and gracious lady,” said 
Philip of Brefney, as he dropped upon his knees, by 
the side of Amine, before the couch of the expiring 
princess. 

“ My blessing be upon thee, good youth ! said 
Florine, in a low, yet firm voice — “ but before thou 
risest from thy knees, tell me what tidings of the 
Crusaders at Antioch.” 

“ The cross triumphs, and the red flag of Bohe- 
mond, Prince of Tarentum, floats on the citadel of 
Antioch ; and the army of Corbohan is scattered, as 
dust is dispersed in the desert, by the strong south 
wind,” replied Philip. 

“ Kneel, my children, kneel all, and thank God 
for this glorious victory. It is one in which every 
Christian should rejoice. It is the triumph of the 
cross,” said Florine. 

All knelt as they were desired — and a brief silence 
followed, as the heart of each was engaged in prayer. 

“ Zara — my dear friend — my kind, good nurse — 
my precious convert — art thou not my convert, not 
Gunhilda’s ?” said Florine with a seraphip smile. 

“ I am not worthy to kiss the dust beneath thy 
feet, angelic woman ! How see thee suffering torturing 
pains, and accepting all as blessings, and not desire 
to be of thy religion ?” answered Zara, bursting into 
tears. 
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“ Flatter not the dying, Zara, lest the evil one 
should have the power to present a temptation to the 
sufferer in her last agony,” said Florine. “I feel 
my lips parched ; I pray of thee to compound a 
draught like the last, it may give me strength to 
express the last worldly thoughts that remain on my 
mind.” 

Zara rose from her knees, and proceeded to a table 
that lay at a short distance from the couch of Florine, 
and close to the side of the tent. On this table there 
were glasses and vases of various shapes. Zara waa 
engaged with them for a few minutes, and then 
bearing a small glass bowl in her hand, stepped from 
the table, when Florine said to her : — 

“Not now — the burning thirst has passed away; 
leave it as it is, until I feel a greater need for it 
Come hither, Zara, I have something to say will 
interest thee.” 

Zara replaced the bowl, and walked slowly over to 
the couch of Florine, and as she did so, there stoty 
forth out of the clustering folds of the tent, (unper- 
ceived by any one in the sick chamber) a dark red 
hand, holding a phial, from which fell a few drops of 
a liquid, white as milk, into the glass bowl, and the 
hand and phial then suddenly disappeared. 

“ Philip of Brefney,” said Florine, turning to the 
young Irish knight, “ thou hast begged my blessing. 
I hope I am about to bestow upon thee the greatest 
blessing which man can possess in this wprld. Thou 
art a native of a noble country, Philip. Ireland is 
the island of saints and of great scholars, and 
Burgundy has been blessed by the presence of Irish 
men— edified by their virtues, instructed by thei* 
learning. As a Burgundian, I owe a debt of gratis 
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tude to Ireland ; for she has taught my people, and 
saved the souls of thousands by means of her Irish 
priests, — priests who have been as pure in faith as 
they have been illustrious by their holy lives. Philip, 
I hear from Guy of Mascon thou art as brave a man 
as ever bore the cross of a Crusader ; and I have 
learned from my cousin Gunhilda, and from the 
good and noble maiden who kneels by thy side, that 
thou art as generous and as gentle as thou art brave. 
Philip and Amine, I desire that the same course 
which my beloved Swein and I had adopted, you 
Should follow — that betrothed this day to each 
other, you should, each in your respective sphere, 
serve the cause of God as Crusaders ; and if it be 
heaven's will that both should live, as Swein and 
I had hoped, to see the holy sepulchre rescued from 
the hands of infidels, then both should be united 
in the bands of holy matrimony. I have taken care 
to bequeath to both an ample fortune. Thus, Philip, 
I bestow upon thee not the mere blessing of a poor 
sinner like myself, hut that which is, for a true and 
Virtuous knight as thou art, the greatest of all 
worldly blessings — a good and virtuous wife." 

“And now, my dear nurse — Zara — the draught, 
quickly; I feel a sudden, death-like faintness de-^ 
scending upon me.” 

Zara ran over to the table, and was hurrying back 
with the draught to the princess, when the turbid 
appearance of the liquid in the glass bowl excited 
her surprise. She feared she had made some mistake 
in the composition of the draught, and placing it to 
her lips, sipped it, and the moment she did so, a 
thrilling shriek of agony burst from her lips, and she 
cried : — 
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“ Poison ! poison ! deadly poison ! There must be 
some one in the chamber who poured poison into the 
bowl since I placed it on the table.” 

A shriek of horror burst from every lip but that of 
Guy of Mascon. He gave a glance around, and then, 
with all the energy and strength with which a tiger 
springs upon his prey, he at a single bound drove at 
what was but apparently a small crevice by the side 
of the table, and tearing it open, he dragged forth a 
man, and at the same instant dashed him to the earth, 
and cried — “ Philip, bind the villain’s legs ;” and as 
these words were said, a tent cord was cut with the 
sword of Philip, and the man lay helpless on the floor. 

The man was an old man, he was clothed from head 
to foot in black coarse cloth, and on his head was a 
close-fitting black cap, which covered his forehead 
close to the eyes, whilst all the rest of his face, with 
the exception of his nose, was covered with white hair. 

It was the wicked old man — it was the magician— 
it was the same man that Selim and Alexander alike 
called “ Chatenay.” 

“ Ha ! false pilgrim,” said Guy of Mascon, “ despite 
thy disguise, I know thy hellish face ; let us see it 
fully.” And as he said the words, he tore the black 
cap from the man’s forehead. 

“ The conflict is over — the compact is at an end — 
my time is come ; rescue or no rescue, — I yield. Do 
now with me what thou wilt,” said the old man. 

Guy of Mascon trembled like a child as he looked 
upon the old man lying on the earth before him, for 
on the broad, red wrinkled forehead, there was a line 
drawn so straight and so white, that it was difficult 
to say whether it was a white protruding bone or a 
streak of chalk. At length Guy so far recovered bis 
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breath as to say: — “Walter, son of Peter the wood- 
man, art thou living, or art thou, indeed, an evil spirit 
in the shape of a man I once knew living ; speak the 
truth, I adjure thee, in the name of God.” 

“I am Walter Fitz Walter; I am the son of him 
who was called Peter the woodman ; I am a living 
man, and in me an evil spirit; I am, however, not a 
demon, but I have made a compact with the demon 
that my power should continue until the same hand 
that had inflicted the wound upon my forehead should 
expose it to mankind. It is because it was possible, 
although improbable, that such a time should ever 
come, or such an accident ever happen, that I dare 
not lay a hand on thee, even if I were disposed to do 
so, and — I was not.” 

“Not disposed to injure me,” said Guy, “why none 
have done thee so much wrong as myself.” 

“What thou didst,” observed the old man, “ thou 
didst in defence of thy father, and to revenge the 
wrong I was seeking to do to him. And as thou didst, 
so have I done : I have revenged my father’s wrongs. 
I pray thee, let me speak to the Princess Florine ; it 
is the last favour thy old school-fellow and companion 
will ever ask of thee. I beg of thee to raise me from 
the floor, so that I may stand. Bind my legs as fast 
as thou wilt, I cannot now escape from thee.” 

“ Do that which he asks, Philip,” said Guy. “ I 
would not for a princedom lay my finger upon him 
again.” 

Philip did as he had been directed. He unloosed 
the cords that bound the old man’s arms, placed him 
erect on the floor, close to where the glass, bowl was 
lying still on the table ; but in doing so, bound the 
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legs so tightly together, the magician could not move 
without falling. 

The old man smiled at these precautions, and then 
addressed himself to the Princess Florine, who was 
so aroused from the lethargy that had been fast fall- 
ing upon her senses, that she now sat upright on the 
couch, her body supported, and head resting on the 
bosom of Gunhilda. 

“ Florine, Princess of Burgundy/’ said the old man, 
“ I have been discovered in the attempt to poison 
thee. I confess my crime. It exposes me to death, 
and that death I shall probably experience before 
thine arrives ; but I hope not. I hope to see thee die : 
it will be the last satisfaction left to me.” 

“ Unhappy man,” said Florine, “ I forgive thee, 
and I pray God to forgive thee. But why seek to 
poison me? I had done thee no wrong.” 

“ God will not forgive me this sin,” said the old 
man, “ and if He did, there are other and greater 
sins on my soul to consign me to eternal perdition. 
I sought to poison thee, because I knew thou hadst 
received the last sacraments of thy Church ; of the 
Church , and these sacraments I know — for I say 
nothing on belief — that they are often sufficient to 
cure the most mortal diseases, and I feared they 
might have a like effect on thee. Alack ! I forgot 
that if it were His will they were to save thee this 
time from the jaws of death, that my will to destroy 
thee would be of no effect. Thou sayest thou hast 
done me no wrong. 1 am wronged , and thou art the 
living representative of the wrong-doer, and I re- 
venge my wrongs on thee. Walter Fitz Walter was 
once an honoured name in Arles, until thy wicked 
grandfather dishonoured it, made my father an out- 
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law, then a murderer — a wandering, homeless, lawless 
vagabond — by famine at last forced to sustain his 
life and to feed me, his young, helpless son, upon 
human flesh ! and then, as a punishment for his 
crimes, to be burnt as a monster by fire, and his 
ashes scattered to the winds. All this was thy 
grandfather’s doing, and it has been revenged upon 
him, upon thy father, and now upon thyself, who now 
liest a dying woman before me. Even thou and I — 
thou a princess, I a beggar — thou about to ascend to 
heaven, and I to descend to hell — are living examples 
and a dread warning to the great ones of this earth 
to restrain their passions, and to place a curb upon 
their inclinations ; for once a man makes himself a 
slave to his own bad propensities, he thereby evokes 
from hell, as instruments then, and the means of 
punishment afterwards, thousands of demons, and 
gives them a domination over himself and others 
they otherwise never would have possessed. I know 
it; I do not say I merely believe it, nor do I, as 
br&inless idiots, or half-read fools, say — I do not be - 
lieve what I do not see. There is a God, and there 
is a devil ; you have chosen your part ; I have chosen 
mine ; and both shall soon meet Him whom each has 
served. I have had the capacity as well as the capa- 
bility to do evil, and I have exercised it for evil pur- 
poses. It was I who sharpened the dagger for Selim, 

and I who drew the bow that slew thy betrothed 

but, I need say no more, or if I do, I but speak to 
the dead.” 

As he uttered the words, he pointed to Florine, 
who had turned her head round, and kissing the 
diamond cross on the breast of Gunhilda, had, in 
performing that pious act, expired. 
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“ I wished to tell her, Guy of Mascon,” said the 
old man, “that which I now tell thee — that as I 
drugged the bowl to slay her, so now I drink it to 
my own destruction here — and — hereafter.” 

As these words were uttered he snatched up the 
bowl, drained it to its dregs, and before he could 
remove it from his lips, fell heavily upon the ground, 
a lifeless corpse. 


As Florine and Swein had marehed from their own 
land towards Jerusalem a betrothed bride and hus- 
band, so from Antioch to Jerusalem travelled Amine 
and Philip of Brefney to the Holy City; and 
amongst other festivities celebrated in honour of the 
downfall of the unbelievers, and the creation of a 
new Christian kingdom in Palestine, with Godfrey of 
Bouillon as the first monarch, was the marriage of 
Amine and Philip. 

There were for centuries after the conquests won 
by the Crusaders in the Holy Land a branch of the 
ancient, gallant, and princely sept of the O’Reillys, 
in the Irish kingdom of Meath, long remarkable for 
their dark skin, brilliant black eyes, and bluish raven 
hair, and the tradition was that they were the 
descendants of a noble Brefney knight, who had won 
fame, wealth, and a foreign bride, at the' time that 
Antioch was captured by Bohemond of Tarentum, 
and to which event the rumor ran that the Irish 
knight, or his bride, or some one of the bride’s 
family, had mainly contributed. 

THE END. 
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Just published, in 2 vols., 8vo., price $3 75. 

AUDIN’S HISTORY OF THE LIFE, WRITINGS, AND DOCTRINES OF 
LUTHER. A new translation by TumbulL 

Extract from the Author's Preface . — “ There is no writer, however small the part which he 
has taken in these disputes, whether on our side, or on that of Luther, whose produc- 
tions we have not carefully studied. In order to judge of the Reformer, we have visited, 
one by one the vast cities of the dead where the ashes of Protestants and Catholics promis- 
cuously lie. We have ransacked the libraries of Mayenne, Erfurt, Cologne, Strasburg, Lyons, 
Florence, and, above all, of the Vatican, where so many treasures are buried.’* 

“ One of the best historical biographies ever composed is that which the author, M. Audin, 
has justly designated a ‘History of the Life, Writings, and Doctrines of Luther;’ and a 
great benefit has been conferred upon English literature by the manner in which an accom- 
plished scholar and an able linguist, like Mr. Turnbull, has performed the duties of a 
translator of such a work. 

“ Mr. Turnbull’s translation is worthy of the fame acquired by Audin ; and no man can 
sit down to its perusal without being gratified with the taste, skill, judgment and tact 
exhibited in the translation of this truly valuable and important work.” 

Dublin Weekly Telegraph. 

Just published, in 2 vols. 8vo. cloth, lettered, $3 75. 

THE POWER OF THE POPE IN THE MIDDLE AGES; OR, HISTORICAL 
Researches into the Origin of the Temporal Sovereignty of the Holy See, 
and on the Constitutional Law of the Middle Ages relative to the Depo- 
sition of Sovereigns, preceded by an Introduction respecting the Honors 
and Temporal Prerogatives accorded to Religion and its Ministers by 
Ancient Nations, particularly under the first Christian Emperors. By 
M. Gosselin, Director of the Seminary of St. Sulpice, Paris. Translated 
by the Rev. Matthew Kelly, Professor of French and Belles-Letters, 
St. Patrick’s College, Maynooth. 

“ Perhaps no work could be more opportunely presented to the English and American 

{ tublic than this. The temporal power of the Popes during the Middle Ages has been so 
ntimately blended with the public law and acts of the civilized world, as to form an insepa- 
rable part of its history; and no student of either the period referred to, or of that of the 
present time, who closes his books without viewing, through a correct medium , that history, 
from Rome as the stand-point and centre of influences which have swayed movements of the 
most vital importance, can ever appreciate those momentous questions upon which the peace, 
and, it may be, the salvation of the world, has so often, and may yet again depend. The 
English and American publishers, therefore, do well to furnish us with such b oks. It is 
the duty, and let it be the care of all Christians, who ran do so, to disseminate them, that a 
too long abused public may be set right upon what so intimately concerns their present and 
their everlasting peao e.—OathdUc Weekly Instructor. 

DR. DIXON’S CELEBRATED WORK ON THE SCRIPTURES. 

A GENERAL INTRODUCTION TO THE SACRED SCRIPTURES, in a 
Series of Dissertations, Critical, Hermeneutical, and Historical; by the 
Rev. Joseph Dixon, D. D., Professor of Sacred Scripture and Hebrew in 
the Royal College of St. Patrick, Maynooth, (now Archbishop of Armagh, 
and Primate of all Ireland.) Illustrated with a Map of Palestine, 8vo. 
cloth, $2 50; library style, $3 00. 

“Whoever has a family Bible in English, should have ‘Dixon’s Intro- 
duction’ by its side, to explain the text, to direct the reader, and to refute 
the historical calumnies with which many are apt to assail the Catholio 
version. The Publishers, in offering such a work, accurate enough for the 
scholar, yet clear enough for the unlearned, have supplied a void in every. 
Catholic library, and done every Catholic parent in America a personal 
service .” — American Gelt. 
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Cardinal Wiseman's Works. 

Just published, m 3 vols ., 8 vo. ; cloth , Uttered, $0 50.' 
CARDINAL WISEMAN’S ESSAYS ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 

“ It is difficult to speak of these Essays in language, which, to those who 
have not carefully read them, will not seem to be exaggerated. We are 
pleased, delighted, charmed, as we read them, and at the same timtf 
enlightened, elevated, and invigorated.” — Brownsoris Review. 

44 We wish these volumes a most extensive sale. The introduction of such 
works amongst us, should be the dawning of a better day for Catholics.”— 

Shepherd of the Valley . 

CARDINAL WISEMAN’S LECTURES on the Offices and Ceremonies of 
Holy Week, as performed in the Papal Chapels — with fine Illustrations. 
Just published, New Edition, 1 vol. 12mo. Price $1. 

CARDINAL WISEMAN’S LECTURES on the Real Presence of the Body 
and Blood of our Lord Jesus Christ in the Blessed Eucharist. Embellished 
with a Fine Portrait of his Eminence. 12mo. cloth, $1 00. 

CARDINAL WISEMAN’S LECTURES on the Principal Doctrines and Prac- 
tices of the Catholic Church. 12mo. cloth, $1 00. 

CARDINAL WISEMAN’S LECTURES on the Connection between Science 
and Revealed Religion — with Maps and Plates. 2 vols. 12mo. cloth $3 00. 

The world wide reputation of the author of the foregoing works, as one of the most forcible 
writers and learned men of the age, — and the extensive demand for his writings, in this 
Country and in Europe, render it superfluous to add any of the numerous and flattering 
notices of the Press. 

The most beautifully Illustrated Catholic Work ever issued in the United States . 

Just Published, in an 8vo volume of 400 pages, Embellished with nearly 150 
Fine Illustrations, in the best style of the Art — Price in embossed cloth, 
$2 60 ; embossed cloth, gilt edges and sides, $3 00. 

THE PICTORIAL CATHOLIC NEW TESTAMENT, Published under the 
Editorial Supervision of the Most Rev. Archbishop Hughes, At an Expense 
of Several Thousdnd Dollars. 

BISHOP ENGLAND’S WORKS, in 5 vols. 8vo. cloth $10 ; library style $12. 

Such as may desire to secure a copy of these important Works, will do 
well to make early application, as but a limited number of copies remain on 
sale. 

BALMES’ GREAT WORK ON CIVILIZATION ; Protestantism and Catho- 
licity compared in their effects on the Civilization of Europe. With a Biogra- 
phical Notice of the Author. Fourth Edition. 8vo. cloth, $2 00 ; library 
style, marbled edges, $2 60. 

44 This Book, to be known, must be read, and we would recommend all 
who would possess one of the great books which has appeared in our day, 
to lose no time in procuring it.” — Brownson’s Review . . 
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THE LIFE OF ST. ALPHONSUS MARIA DE LIGUORI, Bishop of St. 
Agatha of the Goths , and Founder of the Congregation of the Missionary 
Priests of the Most Holy Redeemer. Compiled from the published 
Memoirs of the Saint. Embellished with a fine Steel Portrait. 

BY ONE OF THE REDEMPTORIST FATHERS. 

The work is comprised in a neat 12mo. volume of about 600 pages. 
Embellished with a Fine Portrait of St. Alphonsus, Engraved on Steel. It 
is well printed on Fine Paper, handsomely bound in Embossed Cloth, and 
sold at the low price of $1 25 per copy ; or in Fine Cloth, Gilt Edges and 
Sides, at $2 00 per copy. A limited number of copies have been printed on 
Large Fine Paper, 8vo. size, suitable for Libraries, price $2 26 per copy. 


A NEW AND POPULAR BOOK, SUITED TO THE TIMES, 

Just published , in one vol. duodecimo , price 38 cents . 

SHORT AND FAMILIAR ANSWERS to the Objections most commonly 
urged against Religion. From the French of L’Abbe de Segue, formerly 
Chaplain of the Military Prison of Paris. 

There reigns in all the book a delicious simplicity of unction; whoever opens it wishes to 
continue its perusal, and its charming pages shed a Boft light which scatters shadows, causes 
difficulties to vanish, destroys prejudices, restores rectitude to the judgment, to truth its 
place, to religion its benefits and its splendor. Nothing can be more simply written, to be 
sure, but also nothing can be more touching, more natural, more loyal, more straight forward 
more persuasive. It is a discourse without pompous preparation, but full of fascination. 

This book has had an immense success in France, 100,000 copies having been sold in a few 
months. 


The most popular Devotional Boole of the age : 

5,000 copies sold ; and the demand increasing. 

ALL FOR JESUS ; or the Easy Ways of Divine Love, by the Very Rev. 
Father Faber, Priest of the Oratory of St. Philip Neri. Published with 
the Approbation of the most Rev. Archbishop Kcnrick. 4th Ed. 12mo 
cloth $1 ; gilt edges $1 60. 

The publishers have the pleasure to announce that this work meets here 
with the same unprecedented sale that it does in England, where it has ran 
through several Large Editions in less than a year. It is, without excep- 
tion, the most popular Devotional Work published in the present century. 
It has been translated into several languages of Europe, and has been 
received with universal favor. 

With the view of affording our distant friends, and such as may be out of 
the reach of booksellers, every facility to procure this great work, we will, 
on the receipt of $1 , send a copy by mail, free of postage, to any part of the 
United States. 
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MURPHY & Co.’s Recent Publications. 


CATHOLIC SERMONS. 

The Catholic Pulpit , Containing a Sermon for every Sunday 

and Holiday in the Year, and for Good Friday; with several Occasional 
Discourses. One large volume of 763 pages. 

8vo. cloth, 2 26 ; library style, 2 60 ; arabesque gilt backs, 8 00. 
Universally esteemed the Best Collection of Sermons in the English language . 

** We know of no language sufficiently forcible in which to nrge upon our readers the 
excellence of ‘The Catholic Pulpit.’ The Sermons contained in it may well compete with the 
most elaborate productions of Fenelon or Bossuet. Though no Anglo Saxon, we feel a kind 
of pride in contemplating the gorgeous form in which the English language can clothe ideas 
of which the work before us is a standing testimony .” — Toronto Mirror. 


Just Published, in a neat 16mo. vol. with 8 illustrations; cloth 38; cloth, 
gilt edges and sides, 60. 

Lawrence , or the Little Sailor . Translated from the French. 

“We cordially thank the publishers for introducing to our young friends this cheap, 
interesting, beautifully-illustrated, and true Catholic story. The ‘moral which it points’ is 
confidence in Qod and in his Blessed Mother. Would -that we had more such stories to put 
into the hands of our little ones.” — Lamp. 

Just published, in a neat 24mo. vol. — Roan, $1 ; Roan, gilt edges, $1 26; 
Turkey, sup. ex. $2 50 — a new stereotype edition, beautifully printed 
from new type, cast expressly for the purpose. 

A NEW POCKET EDITION OF THE HOLY BIBLE. 

This may be relied on as the handsomest and most correct edition of the 
Sacred Volume ever presented to the Catholics of the United States. 

THE CHEAPEST AND BEST EDITION. 

Just published, a new and beautiful Edition, Embellished with fine Engra- 
vings, at various prices, from $4 50 to $10 per copy. 

The Lives of the Fathers, Martyrs, and other Principal Saints , 

compiled from the original Monuments and other authentic Records, illus- 
trated with the remarks of judicious Modern Critics and Historians. By 
the Rev. Alban Butler. Published with the approbation of the Most 
Rev. Archbishop Kenrick. 

To a work so well and so favorably known as the Lives of the Saints, it is 
deemed unnecessary to say any thing by way of commendation. Suffice it to 
state, that the present edition has been gotten up with the greatest care, 
under the supervision of the eminent Professors of St. Mary’s College, Bal- 
timore. It is printed on fine paper, from a good clear and bold type, and 
may justly be considered the most complete, as it unquestionably is the cheapest 
edition published. 

We shall therefore content ourselves with stating, that the main, nay, the 
only reasons for publishing this new edition of the Lives of the Saints , are, 
first, to present to the Catholics of the United States the complete works of the 
venerable author , with alt the notes and remarks which he added to the lives 
of the principal saints, and which contain so much useful information, and in the 
second place, to put the work, in this complete form, at a price so low as to 
enablt all, even the poorest, to procure it, without inconvenience . 
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LIBRARY EDITIONS OF FREDET’S UNIVERSAL HISTORIES. 

Nevt and Improved Editions, carefully recited and corrected by the Author. 

These two volumes form a complete course of history, or a continuous 
chain of Historical Events from the Creation of the World t<j the year 
1854. 

Just published, in 2 vols. 12mo., Cloth, $2 50 ; Library style, $8 00. 

Ancient History , from the dispersion of the Sons of Noe to 

the Battle of Actium, and change of the Roman Republic into an Empire. 
By Peter Fredet, I). D., Professor of History in St. Mary’s College, 
Baltimore. Fourth edition, carefully revised and enlarged. 


Modern History, from the Coming of Christ and the change 
of the Roman Republic into an Empire, to the year of our Lord 1855. 
„ By Peter Fredet, D. D. Tenth enlarged and improved edition. 

The distinguished and wide-spread reputation of the Author as an Historian 
and Professor of History in St. Mary’s College, for the last twenty years ; — 
the universal favor with which these works have been received, and their 
immediate introduction into many of the principal Literary Institutions in 
the United States, precludes the necessity of giving many of the numerous 
complimentary and flattering testimonials that have been so freely extended 
to them, both in this country and in England, where they are extensively 
used. Prof. Fredet’s Histories have been adopted as Text Books in the 
Irish University. 

Tho Dublin Tablet gays: “These two volumes are plain, copious, and useful summaries of 
ancient and modern history, and the number of editions through which they have passed 
will show their popularity in the United States.” 

The London Catholic Standard says : “ These two excellent manuals of history have a wide 
and increasing circulation in America, and are everywhere held in the highest esteem. No 
college, school, or library ought to be without these excellent works.” 

The Dublin Telegraph says: “Fredet’s Histories have been adopted as a class-book, by the 
Irish Catholic University; and we entertain no doubt, that they will scon supersede, even 
in other establishments, those miserable compilations which wilful perverters of truth have 
long palmed upon the public — both Catholic and Protestant— as histories, and abridgements 
of histories.” 

The Catholic Instructor says : “ We hope these Histories will soon find their way, not only 
into every library and literary institution among us, hut also into every private family, in 
order that those who have read history through false mediums may have the truth before 
them, whenever they wish to search for it; and that the young may learn the past from 
pure and uncorrupted sources.” 

The Catholic Sentinel says: “These beautiful treatises are quite deserving of the patronage 
which they obtain. If thpre be any thing unknown to our all-learned generation, it is 
history. And if such a bistory as Dr. Fredet’s is, could become universally used in our 
schools, colleges, and private families, some people who think they know every thing would 
know a great deal more, and could far easier pass through respectable society. They are 
most commendable for their Christian and unbiassed spirit. And we are not astonished 
that Dr. Fredet has his name taken up by the Irish University, proud that America has 
made therein such an inroad upon the abridged histories heretofore existing in the Protest* 
ant style of Anglo-Saxonism.” 

The Metropolitan says: “The style is veritably charming by its simplicity, and by the- 
quiet love of his subject which the reverend author constantly displays. Of the more 
substantial merits of Fredet, at this day it is superfluous to speak. We have hut one fault 
to find with his histories, and some may consider it a merit — they are too briefi” 
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THE TRUE HISTORY OF THE ITALIAN REVOLUTIONS! 

Just Published, in 2 yoIs. 12mo. of nearly 800 pages; cloth lettered, $2. 
Cloth, gilt edges, $3. 

THE JEW OF VERONA : A Historical tale of the Italian Revolutions of 
1846-9. Translated from the second revised Italian edition. 

The Publishers feel great pleasure in announcing the unprecedented sale of this work, and 
Invite attention to the following brief extracts from Notices of the English and American 
press, as the very best evidence of its extraordinary merits : 

All we shall at present say of it is, that a more readable book we never perused. Every 
page abounds with matter that seizes upon the faculties and excites every variety of sensation, 
of which the human system is susceptible. We say without hesitation that a more extraordi- 
nary romance viewing it merely as a work of the imagination — never was indited by a wriler 
of fiction. London Catholic Standard . 

The Dublin Tabid says: “The Jew of Verona, as most of our readers are aware, is a romance 
by an illustrious Italian Jesuit, Father Bresciani. It has attracted more attention than any 
similar work since the Proniessi Sposi , and while it probably equals that exquisite story, it 
far surpasses it in the absorbing interest of its incidents.” 

“ This is an exceedingly clever historical novel, written to expose the designs, operations 
and characters of the Revolutionary party in Italy from 1846 to 1849. Every Catholic should 
read it, and so discover what stuff the Mazzini party really are made of.” — London Lamp. 

“ The facts contained in it are of peculiar interest j ust now, as giving an insight into the 
murderous character of the, European secret societies, whose ramifications in America are 
showing by their plots something of their capacity for evil. As a tale, it cannot fail to 
interest — while the facts are undoubtedly of the highest importance to all Catholics of these 
times.” Catholic Telegraph. 

“ With a skill of combination which proves him to be possessed of the highest order of 
talent, the author has so intermingled narration with dialogue, description of scenery with 
the portraiture of character, as to invest his work with all the charms of an interesting 
romance, and to make the statement of real facts seem stranger than fiction. We earnestly 
recommend a careful perusal of this work to the attention of our readers.” — Metropolitan. 

Recently Published, in 1 Vol. 38mo. ; cloth, 60 cts. ; cloth, gilt edges, 

75 cts. 

FATHER OSWALD, a genuine Catholic story. 

“ This work is intended to be a refutation of Father Clement; and as the author has 
been signally successful in accomplishing his design, the circulation of this work is well 
worthy the zeal of those who have at heart the honour and propagation of the true faith.” 

U. S. Catholic Magazine. 

Recently Published, in 1 vol. 12mo. ; cloth, 76 cts. 

TRAVELS OF AN IRISH GENTLEMAN IN SEARCH OF A RELIGION, 

by Thos. Moore, Esq. 

The name of the distinguished author may be deemed a sufficient voucher for the excel- 
lence of this work, which he has dedicated to the people of Ireland as a defence of their 
national faith. It is well known in the Catholic world, as combining more of wit, style, 
various and happy illustration, interest of narrative, and withal, a greater store of learning, 
than most controversial works of the same class. 
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THE GREAT HISTORICAL CATHOLIC STORY! 

By Paul Peppergrass, Esq., Author of “ Shandy Maguire.” 

The cheapest and most interesting work ever offered to the Catholios of 
the United States. 

Just Published, in 2 vols. 12mo., 742 pages, with 6 fine illustrations; 
neatly bound in Cloth, Gilt Backs, $1 50. Or in 5 parts, 
done up in paper, $1 25. 

THE SPJ3WIFE, OR THE QUEEN’S SECRET : A Tale of the Times of 
Queen Elizabeth. 

By Paul Peppergrass, Esq., Author of “ Shandy Maguire ” 

The publishers hare the pleasure to announce that this work has already met with an 
extensive sale, and has been received with universal favor by the press and the publfe 
throughout the country. In England it has been most favorably received, and is destined, 
according to the statements of the English press, to become a standard popular work. 

The learned Dr. B&ownbon, in noticing this work, says : “ The work itself is one of high 
pretensions as an historical novel, and has been elaborated with great care and pains, by an 
author who is already advantageously known to our public, and from whom we have much 
to expect. It has been favorably received, generally commended by the Catholic press, and 
men whose literary tastes and judgments we are bound to respect have pronounced it a 
masterpiece of its kind. It is written with ability, and is certainly a very interesting pro- 
duction. 

The London Catholic Standard says, The Spsewife’ is the production of the aqjthor of the 
work ‘ Shandy Maguire.’ It is an historical novel of the time and reign of Queen Elisabeth, 
and portrays the character of that great enemy of Catholicity in the most masterly manner. 
The narrative is vigorous, full of romantic incident, and the persecution of the helpless, un. 
offending Catholics told with a pen of fire. It will be read with interest, and we have no 
doubt will soon become a popular and standard work.” 

The London Rambler , in noticing this work, says, “ When we add that the book is from the 
same pen as ‘Shandy Maguire,’ they will know that there can be no lack of interest either in 
the subject or in the mode of handling it.” 

“ In this work there are some scenes which we venture to say are unequalled, since the 
days of Gerald Griffin, by any Catholic writer of fiction. We refer, as a proof of this, to that 
noble scene in the hiding place of the recusants — * Whinstone Hallow’— where Alice Went, 
worth meets with a disguised uncle in one of the proscribed priests so common then in Eng- 
land. For dramatic power, we have not seen its equal in many a day.” — Catholic Miscellany. 

“ The book, as the author tells us in his preface, is ‘ neither religious nor controversial, but 
a plain story for plain people, — not in the least dangerous to faith or morals.’ It is much 
more than this, however. It is a highly entertaining and well-written tale. We heartily 
recommend the book to our readers as instructive and entertaining. Historical tales of this 
character do real good; and the talented author has put the Catholic public under fresh ob- 
ligations to him by his just-completed work.” — Shepherd qf the Valley . 


Digitized by LjOOQle 



The New Volume for 1855. 


THE METROPOLITAN. 

A MONTHLY MAGAZINE, 

Devoted to Religion , Education , Literature , and General Information . 

EDITED BY A COMMITTEE OF LITE BABY GENTLEMEN. 

Each number of the Metropolitan contains sixty-four pages royal octavo, 
printed on good paper, from a good, clear, bold type, forming at the end of 
the year a handsome volume of nearly 800 pages, of the Most Choice Catholic 
Literature , Embellished with Fine Engravings . It is the Cheapest Catholic 
Monthly Periodical published in the English Language, and the 
Publishers are determined to spare no expense to make it the BEST, and 
render it indispensable to every Catholic family. 

TERMS. — To City Subscribers , $2 per annum , invariably in advance. 

The w,ork will be sent by mail , free of postage , to any part of the United 
States, on the receipt of $2. 

CLUBS SUPPLIED ON THE FOLLOWING TERMS : 

3 copies will be sent by mail , (to one address,) for one year for $5 'l the Club 

6 copies for....'. $10 13 copies for $20 V paying the 

20 copies , (and one extra to the person getting up the club,) $30 J postage. 

The Postage, for Clubs, cannot be pre-paid by the Publishers . „ 

No subscription received for less, than twelve months, commencing, in all cases 
with the February No. 

The Publishers desire to invest it with a character which will make it 
worthy of universal patronage ; as an evidence of their intention in this 
respect, they have the pleasure to announce that they have made arrange- 
ments with several of the 

M08T EMINENT CATHOLIC WRITERS IN THE COUNTRY, 

for regular Contributions. This, together with the introduction of a large 
number of FINE ILLUSTRATIONS in the forthcoming volume, they hope 
will meet with a liberal support and encouragement from the Catholics of 
the United States. They have the pleasure of announcing for the next 
Volume, A New Tale, entitled 

MARY LEE; or, THE YANKEE IN IRELAND. 

BY PAUL PEPPERGRASS, ESQ., 

Author of “ Shandy Maguire ,” ** The Spcewife ,” $c. 

This popular Author has acquired a distinguished reputation, both in this 
Country and in Europe, as being unequalled “ since the days of Gerald 
Griffin, by any Catholic writer of fiction.” 

The general favor with which the first Volumes have been received by 
the Rjev. Clergy, the Press, and the Catholic public, is a source of great 
pleasure and gratification. It will be their constant aim to leave nothing 
undone within the reach of liberal enterprise, to render the work still more 
worthy of the continued and substantial evidences of approval, which have 
been so cordially extended. 

JOHN MURPHY & CO., Publishers, 

178 Market Street, Baltimore. 
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